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Fraternal band t brave sons of Soot and Gael, 
Whose leaders form a long and glorious line, 
Deign to accept this puny book of mine 

As from a heart that warmly bids thee, hail I 

Thine is a land of minstrels and of song ; 

Her straths and glens have echoed to the chimes 
Of their wild music from primserval times, 

Nor could they brook disloyalty or wrong. 

Since, ye have reached the foreground of thy kind ; 
Whether on sea or land all round the world. 
Thine ancient banner waves aloft unfurl'd, 

Fill'd with the fruits of many a prosperous wind ; 
Thoughtful and nobly true — ^thy daughters fair, 
Oppression's foe, yet mercy hath to spare. 

A. S. 
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PREFACE. 



HIS volume is sent forth dedicated to a noble Society 
and a good cause. Its contents have been rapidly 
composed to suit occasions at longer or shorter intervals 
within the last twenty years. Whether they attain in any 
degree to the accents of high seriousness " or not, imlike 
the " cities of the plain/* they have only been saved from 
destniction on account of the portions of good which are in 
them, and by the solicitations of others. If they succeed in 
affording pleasure, however little, that circumstance may 
perhaps help to mitigate their numerous deficiencies. 

It is intended that the profits (if any) arising from the 
sale of these pages shall be equally divided between the 
Benevolent Fund of the Manchester St. Andrew's Society 
and a Dinner Fund for Street Childrea 

Eavenslea, Whalley Range, 

Manchester^ October^ 1881. 
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THE STOET OF A STREET BOY. 



CHAPTER 1. 
Willie's Invitation* 

About three miles from the classic metropolis of North 
Britain — a city singularly celebrated in the chronicles of an 
ancient kingdom, and in the history of a once persecuted 
Church — stood the old unadorned tenement of Craigour 
HalL It was situated in a district naturally fertile, and 
surrounded by the results of advanced agricultural skill. 
No great extent of pleasure-ground was near it more than 
the shrubbery and garden, which half secluded it from the 
open fields ; and although the dwelling was plain in archi- 
tectural style, it was commodious, comfortable, and pleasant, 
and indeed presented indications of ease and refinement. 
The occupants were happy, it is true, in the enjoyment of 
a goodly portion of this world's possessions — those fickle 
belongings which, in the sad experience of many, often and 
B 
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unexpectedly take to themselves wings and fly away; but 
however grateful for the kind bestowal of their presence, the 
Denisons remembered the inconstancy of riches, and trusted 
rather, with enlightened faith, in a nobler heritage. 

Besides domestics, the residence only contained Mr. and 
Mrs. Denison and their two children, Mary and Willie. 
Mary was twelve years of age, and was already beginning to 
display — ^unmarred by appearing habits of silly gossip, and 
false notions of life — those graces which speedily captivate 
the beholder, and lend an almost divine charm to the 
genuine character of her sex. Thus attractive, she became 
the guardian angel of the little household, daily cheering ib 
with her ringing song, and lighting, up with her sunny smile 
the quiet hours of evening. As may readily be imagined, 
she was one of those good things which rendered her parents 
glad, and they tenderly enshrined her the first-bom joy of 
their hearts. Willie had reached his eighth year, and was 
likewise a sweet and interesting child — the hero, the philo- 
sopher, and the chatter-box of the home circle. There was 
litfcle cessation in his prattle ; and sharp and inquiring as 
boys of his age are, nothing easily escaped observation and 
comment. Question followed question with untiring perse- 
verance, while the quick and eager mind drank up informa- 
tion as if for very existence. 

But those children were not only loving and beautiful, — 
they were pious ; and that was the secret reason why they 
were happy — ^happiness not consisting, by any means, in 
being rich or pretty or famous, but in being holy and dutiful, 
accompanied by a sense of God's pardoning grace. Practically 
too they showed their appreciation of their gladness and 
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fortunate oircumstances by strict attention to the ordinances 
of religion suitable to their age, and they did not forget the 
missionary box. Their parents also had long chosen the 
holiness and happiness of piety, and though they loved their 
children much, they loved Jesus more ; for if fallen men fail 
to cultivate love to Him who came to save them, what other 
name imder heaven is there to trust in, when brief chequered 
life draws nigh its end ? 

The autimm was in the " sere and yellow leaf," and dark 
heavy clouds hung charged over the homesteads, which 
would soon burst forth in copious showers. The precious 
fruits of the earth had nearly all been stored up in bam and 
stackyard; another harvest season had been crowned with 
goodness by an ever-faithful Providence; and now approached, 
with enfeebled step and hoary locks, that keen visitant of 
the closing year, "gloomy winter." Nor is he to be altogether 
undervalued, since he brings with him, wreathed in bright 
scarlet-fruited holly and green mistletoe, his merry friend 
Father Christmas, and his long train of dancing happy 
children. 

Mr. Denison, as was his custom, had returned from town — 
where he was engaged in business as a merchant — in time 
for dinner, at three o'clock. The children frequently dined 
with their parents, especially if they were alone ; and Willie 
had been taught to cover his face with his little hands, and 
ask the presence and blessing of Heaven to descend upon 
them. "Jesus, be Thou our guest, and bless what Thou 
hast provided. Amen," were the short and simple words 
uttered by those guileless lips, but the yet less than half 
developed, though earnest spirit, was not quite satisfied; 
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the answer, in the form he expected, was still wanting, and 
he resolved to make enquiry on the subject. 

Papa," said Willie on the day in question, " why is it, 
that though we ask Jesus to be our guest. He doesn't come 1 
Does He not care about coming to our house, papa 1 " 

His parent seeing, of course, the child's error — ^the material 
taking the place of the spiritual, undoubtedly an error which 
has long been extensively committed by generations of much 
older children — he determined to provide an illustration, 
simple and touching, to show, in one sense at least, how the 
presence of Jesus might be manifested, and how, in such a 
case. He ought to be served. Knowing, then, what would 
occur in the sequel, he proceeded with his reply. 

" Perhaps, Willie, you have never yet given him a hearty 
and truly sincere invitation. You must know that Jesus 
inspects the reasons for which you ask His presence." 

" But, papa, I do wish Him to come some day, because I 
should so like to see Him ; and the Bible says He used to 
dine with people, and you say He loves me, and Mary, and 
mamma, and you, papa, and everybody." 

"You ought to ask Him again, dear, and tell Him why 
you wish to see Him," said his mamma encouragingly. 

" Shall I ask Him sincerely then to come to-morrow? I 
mean really, you know, papa." 

*'Do, my child," replied Mr. Denison; "and if you give 
Him a faithful invitation to-night, I promise you He shall 
come to-morrow, and may sit next to yourself." 

"And shall I set a chair for Him to-morrow, papal" 

" But are you quite siu-e He shall come, papa," exclaimed 
Mary, almost at the same instant 
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" You need not fear His refusal, my children, for if asked 
aright, He is more willing to come than you imagine. 
Indeed He is waiting to come, knocking for admittance, and 
saying, ' if any man hear my voice, and open the door, I will 
come in to him, and will sup with him, and he with me.* I 
pray God that you may admit your Saviour early, and give 
your hearts to Him. Willie, do as I have said, and you 
may place a chair for Him, as you wish." 

Willie spent the remainder of the day in happy anticipa- 
tion, and Mary also was pleased, although her years in 
seniority had very justly raised within her some doubts as to 
the nature of the expected visit The hours at last shaded 
into twilight, and thence into darkness; and when the 
evening hymns were sung, sleep kindly threw his soft arms 
around them, as the delightful thought dwelt in their minds 
that the gentle Jesus would be their guest to-morrow. 
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CHAPTER II. 

The "Happy Land." 

The same black lowering clouds which overhung Willie's 
home also deepened the gloom that constantly prevailed 
within the courts and alleys of the Canongate in the city. 
Indeed many of the cellar-dwellings, which were usuallj" 
only illumined by the ever-open door, were in almost 
midnight darkness. This was verily a squalid portion of 
"Modem Athens;" but such localities, it may be observed, 
are fast disappearing. One of the most conspicuous edifices, 
of both ancient and modem notoriety, is that which stands 
on the right side of this main street, the Canongate, which 
leads from the grey rocky Castle to the royal palace and 
chapel of Holyrood. The building is very lofty, being eight 
or nine storeys high, like a whole village set on end. It 
was once the residence of Scottish nobles ; and when the 
accumulations of centuries are cleared to a sufficient depth, 
traces of grandeur may still be found. In days only 
reflected in historic page, those winding corridors echoed to 
the tramp of steel-clad warriors, and round those massive 
marble fire-places the earl and his retainers revelled and 
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sang. Delicate and high bom ladies also tripped up and 
down its narrow stairs, or danced with royalty itself in its 
tapestried halls. But the sound of festivity and the light of 
beauty have long since been extinguished in those once 
lordly chambers, and the brilliant assemblies, like all earthly 
glory, have silently departed for ever. The tenement 
yet remains; but how changed and degraded are its 
gorgeous decorations, and how widely diflferent its in- 
habitants of to-day! It is now an old smoky-looking 
fabric, with its windows generally, from garret downwards, 
hung with equally smoky-looking clothing, undergoing 
the process of drying. It would not be either safe or 
convenient for a well-dressed person to enter that or the 
adjoining tenements even before sunset, and children of the 
better classes have now and then been decoyed into these 
dens of evil, for the purpose of being stripped and maltreated. 
Here the murderer, the thief, and the unchaste of both 
sexes, find shelter from the cold night air, or frequently for 
a time from the search of the police. The drunkard's bed 
of straw and rags is here, where he finds refuge to sleep off, 
in that stertorous slumber which so often knows no waking, 
the poisoned drink he has imbibed. But why detail all the 
horrors of the place 1 Suffice it to say that the inmates 
may amount to several hundreds, whole families living half 
clothed and shivering in one single apartment, containing 
scarcely anything deserving the name of furniture. Cursing, 
fighting, drinking, and what they call singing— -one would 
think something like the maddened bowlings of demons — 
alternately form the nightly occupations of nearly all the 
men and women of this dreadful community ; and that huge 
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lair of disease, poverty, and crime, is called ia our time the 
" Happy Land."* Strange name for such an abode of 
misery! — ^the very mockery in the appellation revealing 
more evidently the abandonment of the wretched tenants. 

Among many others here also resided Edward Bruce, and 
his wife and boy. The latter was called Edward, after his 
father, but it was always shortened either to Ned or Neddy. 
A brutal husband and father Bruce was, unwilling rather 
than unable to work ; and loun^ng about the neighbouring 
public-house — alas ! one of those numerous Satanic palaces 
for which many a city is famous, or rather infamous — from 
day to day, and week to week, he drove those whom he 
ought to have loved and fed, to beg or starve. His poor 
wife was thought dying, and she did die, weary of privation 
and broken in heart, leaving all she had here to little Neddy, 
and that was her Bible and her blessing. Few and evil had 
the years of her life been, and fewer still were the tears 
shed over that pauperis grave, where she had now found 
rest ; but her sin-stained soul had been washed and made 
white in the blood of the Lamb. The earnest, praying, half- 
paid city missionary could tell the story of the wanderer's 
return to the paths of purity and love, and of her simple 
faith in Christ's sustaining arm, as she crossed death's sullen 
river to the radiant shore beyond. 

Neddy did not remember very much about his mother, 
and he was kept too busy to think of her, even though he 
had been old enough to cherish her memory. His father 
could not see why the child should not work hard, although 



* 'Land' ia a name given to a block of houses in Scotland. 
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the man might dissipate in idleness. This hapless one had 
to seJl matches or newspapers, as times went ; and when 
unable to do either of these, to sing street songs with a 
heavy heart, or to beg — and that, storm or no storm, bread 
or no bread — ^the livelong day for money, which his unnatural 
parent expended in drink, and almost drink alone. Nifeht 
after night, often hungry and footsore, would Neddy return 
to his dark attic and miserable bed — ^for he lived in the 
upper story of the so-called "Happy Land" — after having 
turned sorrowfully out of his ragged pockets, and handed to 
his sotted father, the few pennies which each day he was com- 
pelled to obtain. Many children of his own age there were 
who did likewise, and Christian church-going people could 
not well believe the depth of cunniDg some of them reached, 
in the carrying on of this sort of work, forced as they were 
to do so in terror of those who gave them birth. Neddy, 
however, was not, it seems, prone to trickery, otherwise he 
might have cheated his father also. What little he did get, 
was procured honestly; and when he laid down his thin 
exhausted frame, protected and innocent was his sleep, for 
angels in their shining garments softly descended from 
amongst the twinkling stars overhead, and kept watch by 
his tattered couch. Though slumbering in the very midst 
of violence and crime, he was thus as secure as the rosy babe 
sleeping sweetly in the cradle of the prince, because they 
only are safe whom God keeps. 
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CHAPTER III. 

Papa's Promise Fulfilled. 

The next day dawned at Craigour Hall slowly and drearily. 
The rain had poured heavily in the night, and the few un- 
gathered sheaves of yellow grain had been quite drenched. 
Heaps of leaves, like the fallen of a smitten host, lay dead 
and dying by the hedgerows, and the cold wind whistled 
mournfully through the naked branches of the trees, which 
had, a short time before, been gaily dancing in their summer 
robes beneath the rays of the cheering sun. 

The interior of the mansion, however, presented a pleasing 
contrast to the bleak surroundings. Maiy and Willie had 
risen somewhat earlier than usual that morning, and they 
dressed and chattered so long that their attendant was nearly 
tired of them. Breakfast was, rather than anything else, a 
disagreeable ordeal, they were so excited about the visitor who 
was expected to dinner. They wondered what the holy Jesus 
could be like, of whom they had heard so much, and who 
could see them wherever they were. Their papa maintained 
a reserve on the subject all the morning, and only asking 
them to wait quietly his return, he left for his house of busi- 
ness in town. 
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The forenoon past tardily on, with the customary tasks 
allotted to it, until the hour when Mr. Denison was usually 
looked for. 

"Do you see papa coming yet, Mary said Willie, as he 
finished his morning lessons. " Perhaps,'* he continued, " he 
may bring Jesus with him." 

" Possibly he may," replied Mary, doubtfully ; " and he may 
be different altogether from what you think, Willie, when Ho 
does come.*' 

"Papa cannot be very long now," said Mrs. Denison; 
" the 'bus will pass immediately." 

" Oh, there he is at the gate ! " shouted Willie the next 
moment; "but Jesus is not there. I am so sorry. May 
He not come after a little, mamma, if I asked Him truly t 
Besides, papa said He would." 

" We shall see, Willie. Get yourself ready for dinner." 

Mr. Denison entered, and still keeping up his assumed 
silence, went to prepare for the repast. Maiy and Willie 
having done so, descended to the dining-room, and, as 
patiently as they could, waited the assembling at the 
family table. There, next to Willie, stood the vacant 
chair, placed by himself for the celestial visitor. All 
things were ready, and grace was said. 

The invitation which had been given was cordially 
accepted. Dinner was being sent round, when there 
might have been seen in the distance, approaching up 
the avenue to the house, a small, trembling human form. 
The chilly winds blew about his neglected hair, — for his 
head had no covering, — and sported familiarly with his 
fluttering rags. His feet were bare, and what of his limbs 
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was not black with the muddy road, was blue with cold. 
The face was well formed, but pale and pinched, the 
seeming index of suffering and want. Cautiously and 
shrinkingly he crept towards the door, often looking out 
for the fierce watchdog, or the figure of some heartless 
underling, who, in a rough voice, to which his ears were 
well accustomed, might hastily tell him to be gone. He 
knocked with his little dirty knuckles on the door-panel, 
and expectantly but timidly awaited the opening. 

Mr. Denison had previously, though accidentally, seen this 
slim being in the city, and had requested him to come to 
Craigour Hall at an appointed hour, for the purpose which 
shall soon be known; prompted, besides, by the practical 
bearing of his Christianity, and the loving kindness of his 
heart Hearing the hall door being opened, he, aware of who 
it was, immediately gave orders that this destitute creature, 
this child of sorrow, should be admitted to his house. 

A most indescribable expression fixed itself on the 
countenances of Mr. Denison*s children while this was being 
done ; but it changed, in that of Willie at least, to one of 
disappointment and grief as his papa led the little ragged 
stranger forward, and put him in the chair which Willie had 
set for, as he thought, a very different guest. 

" Oh, papa," he said at length, " I shall not have this 
begging boy sitting beside me, and in the very chair I had 
placed for Jesus. How can you, papa?" and Willie's heart 
began to rise with emotion to the sobbing point. 

" What do you say, Mary 1 " said Mr. Denison, heedless of 
Willie's springing tears. "Do you also object to this poor 
boy dining with us 1 " 
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" I don't know, papa," she replied ; " T think he is scarcely 
fit to sit with us in the dining-room." 

"Perhaps not, Mary; bat, my dear children, attend to 
me for a few moments, and I am sure your feelings shall not 
be so much annoyed, and your dignity alarmed, when you 
know the truth, which of course did not occur to your 
youthful minds before. This outcast and wandering boy is, 
as it were, Jesus Himself, come to be our guest to-day, 
according to your own invitation. It may appear at first 
sight untrue ; but listen to His own blessed words : * For 
inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least of these my 
brethren, ye have done it unto me.* Almost homeless and 
friendless, cold and famished, very likely an orphan, or the 
offspring of dissolute parents, this young immortal fellow- 
being, who has done no more to deserve his evil things than 
you have done to merit your good things, has been sent here 
by Jesus, through me, to receive your sympathy and hospi- 
tality. Would it be kind to reject him whom Jesus loves, 
and has so sent, and of whom He says, * Suffer them to come 
imto me, and forbid them not'? No; I am certain you 
would rather receive Jesus with a smile, than dismiss Him 
with a frown ; for it is He who supplies you and me with all 
that we have — our life, our health, our clothes, our food, our 
pleasures, and everything which makes us comfortable and 
happy. Well, then, welcome this little one, my children, to 
your heaven-spread table, and entertain him lovingly for 
Jesus' sake, as you would have entertained Jesus Himself." 

Bewildered and half afraid, the poor boy sat by the 
side of Willie, but his eyes brightened up, and his heart 
throbbed with a strange delight, as he heard the kind voice 
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of Mr. Denison, and turned his face to the clean, glittering, 
well-covered table before him. He had never even dreamed 
that such lustrous beautiful things existed in this lower 
world, for he had only heard from his mother of the golden 
streets and sweet-toned harps of the world far up in heaven. 
He was soon helped to some of the nice warm dishes which 
were one by one brought in, and after he thought all had 
been finished, and he was highly satisfied, a vision of oranges 
and grapes presented itself; but it was no mirage in his 
desert life, like those visions he used to look at long and 
intently, with his nose flattened against the glass, in the 
grocers' windows. It was a tangible affair this, and he was 
promptly assisted by Willie to one of the golden fruit, while 
Mary, in the love of her girlish heart, pressed on his accept- 
ance a whole bunch of grapes. Thus he had become, he 
thought to himself, rich and increased in goods. Oh how 
happy was that forlorn child, ministered to, for the first 
time since the death of his tender mother, by delicate and 
willing hands, and gazed upon by beaming eyes ! Long ere 
he had well begun, he had forgotten his unhappy home, his 
unkind father, his ragged garments, and his blue bare feet ; 
and as he forgot his adverse condition, those dear children, 
joying to see his satisfaction, secretly remembered the words 
of Jesus, who had sent him there : " I was an hungered, and 
ye gave me meat." That little himible boy, once so miser- 
able, and now so glad, was no other than Neddy Bruce, who 
slept in the upper storey of the Canongate " Happy Land." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

The New Scholar. 

One Sabbath afternoon, some time after the occurrence of 
the incidents narrated in the foregoing chapter, Mary and 
Willie went forth with their papa along the road leading to 
the city, with the intention^ if the day kept good enough, of 
visiting a Sunday school in the old town, in which Mr. 
Denison was interested. All of them had been to their own 
church, but the children did not go to their Sunday class as 
usual, on this rare occasion, on account of the proposed 
sojourn amongst the old houses of the Canongate. The 
school was one of the mission kind, conducted by divinity 
students attending 'the Universities, and others anxious 
about Sunday-school work. It was held in a very large 
room, which bore traces of having been well fitted up and 
adorned with masonic symbols, for apparently it had once 
been the lodge-room of some of those mystic brethren ; but 
it was now put, in its old days, to a higher purpose, — that 
of dispelling mystery, darkness, and sin, by the introduction 
of the noonday light of the gospeL 

The benches, which were numerous, were filled with boys 
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and girls of all oomplexions and modes of dress, and their 
busy tongues, causing collectively a monotonous hum, showed 
to Mr. Denison and his children that something was being 
repeated by many of them. It was the question in the 
Shorter Catechism for the day, thus : " What is God 1 — God 
is a Spirit, infinite, eternal, and imchangeable in His being, 
wisdom, power, hoHness, justice, goodness, and truth." It is 
not easy forgetting those inimitable questions and answers, 
80 simple and comprehensive ; and the boy or girl who knows 
and understands them, possesses a more accurate knowledge 
of theology than they who do not, it scarcely matters what 
else they may have studied. 

The visitors paused for a few moments, until Mr. Grahame, 
the energetic and faithful superintendent, having observed 
the strangers, at once came up to them. 

"Good afternoon, sir," began Mr. Denison. *'My little 
friends and I have taken the liberty of looking in upon yoiir 
interesting school, and I assure you it does one's heart good 
to see so many outcast children gathered from the streets." 

" It is indeed a grand sight," replied Mr. Grahame. " What 
a glorious occupation we are here engaged in, leading youth- 
ful souls to Christ * ere yet by vice enslaved,' and preparing 
them to enrich the jewels of His crown ! These, sir, are 
children picked out of haunts of wickedness too fearful to 
contemplate; but who can estimate their value, or know 
their futurity 1 Who can tell how soon a weak frame here 
and there shall be prostrated, and its soul pass away from 
earth, a witness of our diligence or neglect 1 Such thoughts 
ought therefore to make us very careful of our charge in 
training these little lambs for the Good Shepherd's fold now. 
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or for a useful life in human society. True, we do not 
always see the fruit of our labours, but we have no cause to 
despond about that, if we prayerfully sow the seed. We 
know that fruit shall appear, though it should be after many 
days." 

" Yes, it is our duty, Mr. Grahame, to work, and not to 
faint, and may God reward you for your labours of love. 
Where have you pul the new scholar I sent you some weeks 
agoT 

" He has been placed under the special care of my friend, 
Mr. Davison. He seems a shrewd boy. If you follow me 
to the other end of the hall, I shall show you his little 
class." 

Mr, Denison and his children proceeded as directed to Mr. 
Davison's class, and there almost the very first boy they 
noticed was Neddy Bruce the new scholar. His appearance 
was amazingly changed for the better. No rags hung about 
him, his feet were well covered, and his head, when he went 
out, was well shielded too. He was looking many times 
more healthy in body ; and oh, how much more blithe his 
little spirit had become ! Whose hand, under Providence 
had done all this? If it is to be told, it must be in a 
whisper, for the generous individual was not amongst the 
number of those who like so well to see their good deeds 
paraded. It was the hand of Neddy's benefactor of Craigour 
Hall. Those who know the world fortunately acquire the 
habit of allowing much of the promising talk of presumed 
influential men to enter by the one ear and escape by the 
other, thus saving probable disappointment to themselves ; 
but no such precaution was necessary with Mr. Denison. 




Digitized by Google 



30 



NEDDY BRUCE; OR, HAPPY CHANGES. 



His life was embellished, not by fine words merely, but by 
gentle and beneficent acts. 

" Are you happy in your Sunday class, Neddy?" said that 
gentleman, approaching the boy ; " much happier than when 
living in the * Happy liand ! ' " 

" Oh, yes, sir, I am ever so happy now ; and I like this 
school, sir, and the other school, too, you sent me to." 

"Do you know who made you so happy, Neddy?" con- 
tinued his benefactor. 

"It was you, sir, and the good Being I used to hear 
mother often speaking about." 

" What is His name, Neddy ] Do you remember ] I am 
sure you hear His name, which is above every name, fre- 
quently mentioned here." 

" His name is God, sir ; my father used to speak of Him, 
too, a good deal, when he was tipsy ; it was very wrong in 
him, was it not, sir ! " 

" It was very wicked, Neddy, to take God's holy name in 
vain," concluded Mr. Denison. "You, I hope, will not 
follow that example, but will be a good boy, and learn to 
pray to God, and love Him who sent Jesus to die for our 
salvation, the same also who one day led you to my house." 

" Are you learning to read, Neddy 1 " said Willie, who, 
with Mary, had come nearer. 

"Yes, Master William, I can read a little at Heriot's 
School ; but not the big words." 

" And will you come out to see us at our house, Neddy 1 " 
said Mary, by way of an invitation. 

"If your papa wishes. Miss, I'll come some Saturday 
afternoon. We have no school on Saturdays." 
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"Very well, Neddy, we shall be so glad to see you. 
Good-bye ! " exclaimed both children at once, as they moved 
toward their papa, to which Neddy shyly responded. 

Before leaving Mr. Denison entered into conversation with 
the teacher, Mr. Davison, about school matters in general, 
and Neddy in particular. In the course of those few minutes 
the latter touched rapidly on his own history, and what he 
owed to the training of a Sunday class. He strongly advo- 
cated the attendance of the parents along with the children 
from such localities if they could be got hold of. He went 
on to say that, " as men are but imitators children must be 
so, even to a greater extent ; and if the parents are not in 
school who can the children imitate? The wellbeing of 
society at large depends on the variety of the ages of its 
members. Tlie presence of parents and gTOwn-up persons as 
scholars in Sunday schools secures better order, and the 
children are better taught. I myself felt, and now feel, the 
influence of the Sunday school more because my father and 
mother were members of it. Respect for it, in me, is there- 
fore innate. I know many old persons who learned to read 
there. One old woman of sixty winters was learning the 
alphabet in the same class as I was. That woman learned 
to read well. She came a long distance to school, and on 
the way committed many portions of Scripture to memory. 
She knew there was in store for her an inheritance of an 
everlasting tenure, and she wished to read her title clear to 
mansions in the skies. 

"My own father was nineteen years of age before he 
entered the Sunday school, and he could not then read. 
The deacons at the neighbouring chapel were very anxious 
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to get every one to school, and they came to entreat my 
father and another young man, but both refused. These 
good men, however, were not discouraged, but, Sunday after 
Sunday, renewed their entreaties. At length they prevailed 
on the young men to go with them. They arrived at the 
chapel door, but both again refused to enter, and returned 
home. The teachers came the following Sunday, and accom- 
panied them to the chapel. My father went in with them, 
but the other walked home again. The last confession of 
that obstinate youth was : * Your father went into the 
chapel, but I would not ; your father learned to read well, I 
never could ; your father is saved, and I am lost ! ' My 
father is now seventy-six years of age, and has been a deacon 
forty years." 

Mr. Denison was considerably impressed by the narration 
of the zealous teacher, who could deny himself, and had done 
so for many long years, his ease and home comforts, and his 
walk on a Sabbath day, and confine himself in a room full of 
ragged children, telling them of Jesus and His mission of 
love. How comparatively few show their regard for their 
Saviour thus ! It is often all love of selfish indulgence and 
eager grasping at a passiag world. This man's earnestness 
did good even to Mr. Denison. He departed, pleased with 
what he had seen and heard, and resolved to do more than 
he had ever done for the cause of Christ. He correctly 
reasoned that, his family provided for, paltry and useless 
was earthly wealth in the view of eternity ; and that unless 
it was changed here into the coinage of heaven's royal 
treasures, it would not pass current there. 

Neddy, on the other hand, was now cared for and corn- 
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forted. He had a good home in the humble domicile of an 
old Christian woman — a brand also plucked from the burn- 
ing — his frugal board being defrayed by the liberality of 
Iklr. Denison; but it was not situated in the unhallowed 
atmosphere of the Canongate. He had left his merciless 
aud hardened father, for whom he could have had but little 
affection, to the doom of his mad career, if benign grace 
prevailed not; and having bade farewell to the "Happy 
Land," where he formerly dwelt, he joyfully set his face 
Zionwards, to that happier land far, far away, about which 
he sung at school, and where he knew his ransomed mother 
was. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Willie's Sorrow. 

Time glided pleasantly onwards at Craigour Hall, the placid 
months being occupied in Christian duty or innocent enjoy- 
ment, with Neddy Bruce as a frequent visitor. He had 
become quite a favourite with every one ; and well did he 
deserve to be so, for he was clever, high-spirited, and inclined 
to good, and care or money was not spent on him in vain. 

But it is seldom that the sunshine of this world's happiness 
is left wholly unclouded. A dark shadow, in one sense, was 
about to fall on that unbroken household, and deeply would 
it rest on the affectionate and noble-hearted Willie. Neddy, 
too, was to lose his best and most fascinating friend. Another 
stranger, of a very different kind, was to approach the hall 
door of the little mansion, and whose entrance it would be 
impossible to stay. He wels to lay his icy finger on their 
beloved Mary, and snap the " silver cord " which bound her 
to earth and those she loved. She was now opening into the 
bloom of seventeen summers, but her complexion was of that 

'scription characteristic of consumption, and " she sat in her 
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beauty within the shadow of death." That fatal worm which 
feeds at the vitals of many a fair form was there, and the 
hectic flush was soon to tinge her cheek. How truly flower- 
like and fading is such loveliness ! In the morning it groweth 
up fresh and fragrant, and in the evening it is cut down and 
withereth. Her mind, however, was mature and sensitive, as 
in such cases it not unfrequently is. This dear girl was a 
most regular attendant on, and an ardent lover of the Sunday 
school ; and her teacher, one of sincere piety and worth, was 
much loved by her. That lady, alternately with the visits of 
her minister, was a very frequent visitor at Mary's bedside 
throughout her illness, — a simple enumeration of the details 
of which is all that the prescribed compass of this story 
will permit. 

For a few months, in consequence of her delicate health, 
Mary was compelled to be frequently absent from school. 
The first Sunday in May she was in her claas both morning 
and afternoon, but the following Sabbath was the last time 
she ever went. She was sufifering much from a cough and 
debility, and her teacher called for the first time to see her. 
This true friend spoke for a little to her of the uncertainty 
of life, and the blessedness and importance of being prepared, 
should it be God's will to take her soi>n to Himself. There 
was no false delicacy on the part of the teacher. She tried 
to elicit her feelings respecting Christ, as her only hope of 
heaven; but some reserve, which was natural to Mary, 
prevented her from almost uttering a sentence in the now 
altered circumstances, and this made both teacher and 
parents anxiously concerned about her state and safety. 

On the third Sabbath in June the sad tidings went abroad 
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that dear Mary had ruptured a blood-vessel. Her teacher 
again came and spent the evening with her. When speaking 
to hor of divine things there was still great reserve, but 
there was an earnest expression in her countenance which 
indicated a deep though silent interest in Scriptural truth s. 
The following week she opened her mind to her mamma, 
who rejoiced to know that her prayers had been answered, 
and that her beloved daughter had been seeking Christ for 
two years, and had found peace in believing. " Jesus died 
for me, and I trust Him," was the oft-repeated testimony 
from her lips. 

From the time that her heart had been opened her tongue 
was loosened, and she loved to speak to those around of 
Jesus as precious to her souL She loved also to listen to 
her favourite passages of Scripture and sweet familiar 
hymns, and the lighting up of her countenance showed how 
fully she now entered into their meaning. Day after day it 
was felt to be a rich spiritual privilege to sit by Mary's 
bedside and hear her soft whisperings of confidence and 
hope. When suffering from extreme pain in her side there 
was no murmur ; not one sigh of complaint escaped her ; 
but in calm submission to her Father's will she said, " If God 
sends pain He will also give me strength to bear it" 

For nearly a week perfect quiet was ordered, and strangers 
were not permitted to see her until July 5th, when she 
seemed much weaker, and spoke faintly, but very sweetly, 
" Jesus is with me ; " and to her teacher she said, " You will 
meet me in heaven." Her sorrowing mamma said, " Mary, 
dear, you will be there to welcome me to glory," A sweet 
smile lighted up her face as she replied, " Yes." 
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The next niglit she passed was almost a sleepless one. 
The friends who had sat up with her said it was delightful 
to hear this dear one as she lay talking of heaven, and her 
own anticipations of the coming glory. In the forenoon 
she had a severe spiritual conflict, which greatly agitated 
her, but she afterwards found peace again, and felt her 
Saviour near. She said, " T am very happy. I shall soon be 
in heaven, to cast myself in adoration at the feet of Jesus. 
He must have all the glory." Then, for a little, she lay as 
if sleeping, but suddenly roused up in great anxiety : 
** Mamma," she exclaimed, " He is gone. Jesus has left me. 
I shall be lost. Oh dear ! what shall I do 1 " Those around 
quoted precious assurances of Scripture, such as, " I will 
never leave thee, nor forsake thee ; " " Him that cometh 
unto me I will in no wise cast out." Never can be forgotten 
the earnestness of her look, as she seemed to cling to these 
promises as her only support and hope. After a few minutes 
of doubt and trembling, she was enabled to embrace Jesus 
afresh, and rejoiced : " He is come again. Jesus died, and 
I trust Him. Peter was sinking, and cried, * Lord, save 
me ! ' Christ heard and saved him, but did not rebuke him 
till afterwards. I trust Jesus. He died for me." Another 
time Mary said, " What should I do without a Saviour 
now?" Her mamma began to read the hymn beginning, 
" Tis a point I long to know." The invalid interrupted her, 
saying, " Not now ; I don't long to know. I do love Him. 
I know I love Jesus." She afterwards spoke affectionately 
to her papa, and her only brother Willie, beseeching them to 
go on following the Redeemer here on earth, and they would 
meet her in heaven. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

Carried Home. 

About the stago at which this chapter commences, there was 
a slight improvement in Mary's health, and the opinion of 
the medical attendant was more hopeful. The youthful 
sufferer was told of this one day, and said, " I thought I 
should have been in heaven sooner, but it will be delightful 
to live a little longer, to do something in the Sabbath school 
for Christ — to tell others of His love." Then, again, thinking 
of heaven, she almost unconsciously uttered, " What must it 
be 1 Only conceive ! For ever, never to end, to be always 
holy, always happy; it is eternal life. What a sweet 
thought ! Oh, is it not precious ? " Another time she said, 
" I shall have so many to meet in heaven," and named her 
friends. "Best of all, Christ is there. I shall see Him." 
Once, as if again thinking aloud, she said, " He sought me, 
I did not seek Him. I was lost, and He found me. He 
drew me to Himself with the cords of His love. Tt is written, 
*No man can come to me, except the Father, which hath 
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sent me, draw him. Him that cometh unto me I will in no 
wise cast out.' That's my precious text." 

Next day, however, this interesting Sunday scholar suffered 
from another severe attack of her wasting disease, and 
appeared to be sinking. She whispered, " I want to go home 
to-day, I am so happy. Jesus is so precious. All, all is 
peace." During the whole of the day she was longing to go 
home, if God's will. She repeated again, " Jesus died for 
me, and I trust Him — my precious, precious Saviour ! " In 
the evening she said, " I am almost home. Jesus will never 
leave me ; no, no, never forsake me. This is His precious 
promise." She, in a little while, again faintly whispered, 
" Jesus died for me. He supports me. I love Him. He is 
very precious. • I am resting in Jesus." When silent, the 
dying girl's countenance beamed with joy, aud broke into 
the sweetest smile as she repeated, " I long to go home. I 
rest in Jesus." 

The same peace supported beloved Mary on the morrow. 
Again, as her teacher entered the room, she whispered, I 
rest in Jesus. Blessed Jesus ! my precious, precious Saviour! 
Oh, what has He not done for me 1 " Weary and worn, she 
lay with closed eyes, at intervals only looking round her, 
faintly smiling, " Jesus is with me." In the latter part of 
the day she revived a little, and tried to testify of her 
love to Christ. She referred to the past, and said, "that 
for many months the earnest counsel and devotion of her 
teacher had impressed her so, that she had loved to 
retire for secret prayer." When in any trouble, she 
always repaired to her closet, and found comfort there. 
She was in the daily habit of reading h6r Bible, and lately 
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kept it under ber pillow, to peruse the first thing in the 
morning. 

At this time occurred Mary's birthday — just seventeen 
years of age. She was calm, and pleased to look at some 
flowers Willie had brought and placed within her view. She 
delighted in those gifts from her heavenly Father's hand ; 
but oh, how emblematic of herself, soon to wither and to 
die ! or, shall we not say rather, that she was about to be 
transplanted to the paradise of God, to bloom for ever with 
undecaying beauty, in the light of His countenance ? It was 
not expected that she would have been spared to see that 
day. She said, " My last birthday ! " She spoke very little, 
but loved to hear sweet promises and hymns read. She 
looked once more as if contemplating the joys of heaven, and 
said, " I shall not be here long." In the afternoon she asked 
for her Bible, and wished to have it propped up before her. 
It being very small print, another one was brought : " No," 
she said, "that one won't do; it is my own Bible that I 
want" — the one that had been her companion in days of 
health. In the night, her mamma said, she thought she was 
dying, and felt afraid of the last struggle. It was but a 
passing cloud, and her eye regained a remarkable brilliancy 
as she said, " What is there to fear ? Death is nothing to 
the glory beyond. Jesus is with me ! Glorious ! glorious ! 
Death is only going home." 

The day succeeding, this happy girl was sinking rapidly, 
and the dews of death gathering on her fair brow had to 
be gently cleared away to soothe her. She was greatly 
exhausted, and unable to talk much, but perfectly serene. 
In the afternoon the sound of sacred music reached the 
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hall from some passing minstrels, and Mary, listening to 
the singing, said, That is nothing to what it shall be in 
heaven. I shall sing more sweetly there." Gradually she 
became weaker ; and as she lay quite powerless, she faintly 
repeated, " Happy ! happy ! happy ! " 

Contrary to expectation, Maiy opened her eyes on the 
dawn of the Sabbath, and said, "How sweet to go to 
heaven on God^s own day ! I shall sing there to-day." 
Her mamma asked her, "On what are you resting, my 
love 1 " She replied, " He will never leave me ; no, do, 
never forsake me. Jesus died, and I trust Him. All's 
well, all's well ! " She remained quite conscious to the 
close, and was enabled to take a touching farewell of those 
near and dear to her, including her papa's protege^ Neddy 
Bruce, a gleam of heaven seeming to irradiate her counte- 
nance with celestial brightness. Then, fixing her eyes 
intently, she softly uttered, "The angels, the angels are 
come to fetch me ! " and in a few moments peacefully 
exchanged an earthly Sabbath for the blessed rest of the 
unending Sabbath above. 

" There is an hour of peaceful rest 
To mourning wand'rers given ; 
There is a joy for souls distress* d, 
A halm for ev'ry wounded breast : 
'Tis found above in heaven ! 

There is a home for weary souls, 

By sin and sorrow driv'n ; 
When toss*d on life's tempestuous shoals, 
"Where storms arise, and ocean rolls, 

And all is drear but heaven I 
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** There fragrant flowers immortal bloom, 

And joys supreme are given ; 
There rays divine disperse the gloom ; 
Beyond the confines of the tomb 

Appears the dawn of heaven !" 

Such was the departure of that redeemed spirit to glory; 
and when the minds of those she had left were released from 
watching, sorrow burst forth throughout that now darkened 
dwelling, but it was only for a short space. It was not the 
sorrow of the fearful, for great was the hope of a bright 
immortality. Willie, and I may add Neddy, as might have 
been expected, grieved longest, and felt their loss most 
keenly ; but as time flew on with constant wing, they came 
to think of their dear sister and friend as not dead — " not 
lost, but gone before," — and they would meet her again, with 
many another Mary, in that happy and glorious realm, where 
there is no more suffering, separation, or death. 

All that was mortal of sweet Mary Denison was interred 
within the shade of the neighbouring church, in compliance 
with her last request, that her body should rest " near God's 
house — the place where sinners are brought to Christ," 
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CHAPTER VII. 

The Herald op Peace. 

For several years the Canongate Sunday Mission School 
could not boast of a more promising scholar than Edward 
Bruce. Punctual in his attendance, without which no real 
progress can be made, and quiet, respectful, and attentive in 
his conduct, he did not think that he was conferring a favour 
by doing so, as many foolish young men think, but rather 
that he was enjoying a blessed privilege. Therefore he 
profited much, and rapid was his advancement He soon 
ceased to be a pupil, and became an earnest teacher, and a 
bumble and prayerful believer in the priceless truths which 
he taught. He seemed to have completely realised his 
responsibility as an instructor of the young, and he did not 
trifle with his sacred office. These duties he performed 
during the whole time of his studying for the ministry — the 
calling which through the continued kindness of his friend, 
Mr. Denison, he was enabled, and felt inclined, to select 

Mr, Bruce was now twenty-five years of age — a tall and 
somewhat dark-complexioned man, and well developed in 
mind and body. He had just concluded his Divinity Hall 
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studies, and bad preached his trial discourses with a power 
which astonished some, and gave indications of great things 
in the future. So much so that he was already fixed upon 
for the supply of certain pulpits in the Church to which he 
belonged ; and he did appear in one or two of them, much 
to the delight of those who heard him But he was not one 
who cared to court the applause of fashionable and educated 
audiences with his flexible voice and eloquent sentences, or to 
submit himself to the fastidious criticism of the mere religious 
professor. He had seen too much human misery and human 
ignorance elsewhere, in their dread reality, for so doing. He 
preferred the true heart- work, the suppression of sin, a!)d 
the practice of everyday religion ; and, above all, to offer a 
living personal Saviour to his unenlightened fellowmen, and 
those steeped in crime's deepest crimson dye. How he loved 
to tell the old and simple story of the Cross to sin-stricken 
and sorrowing men and women, who had toiled under the 
hard yoke of the evil one, till the snows of threescore and 
ten had chilled their blood and whitened their heads. He 
joyed, with kindling eye, to direct their half-darkened minds, 
which for so long a period had been groping after meau, 
earthly, unsatisfying pleasures, to the glory of the " Sun of 
righteousness," in whose genial rays abiding happiness can 
alone be found ; and especially did he frequent, often and 
usefully, the Sunday school which had been so largely instru- 
mental in making him wha£ he was. 

Refusing requisitions of a more remunerative kind, he 
resolved, by the aid of divine grace, to become a missionary 
to the heathen — a herald of peace to the heart of man, with 
all its intuitive consciousness of guilt and yearnings after 
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immortality. He immediately set about preparing himself 
with that view; and though his decision was regretted by 
many, it was at the same time manifest that a champion 
was entering the field of missionary warfare of no ordinary 
calibre. He was appointed to South Africa along with 
several others ; and the language which he would require 
being chiefly Dutch, he crossed to Utrecht for a few months 
for the purpose of studying it. 

After his return, he married a young lady in every way 
deserving of the regard of his large loving heart, and full of 
ardour in the lofty pursuit which both were to follow ; but 
who this gentle partner was, and where he found her, need 
not be related here. His ordination was next proceeded 
with, and farewells were beginning to be made as he met fo 
the last time his dear friends the Denisons, and othe 
connected with his first Sunday school. Varied were the 
hopes and feelings which he carrieU with him to that conti- 
nent of darkness ; but the holy lamp of divine truth was in 
his hand, to be his solace and his guide. Many warm wishes 
and blessings also went with him, which came welling up 
from the hearts of all who knew him, and he was abundantly 
comforted by that God whose service he had chosen in his 
youth, and whose ambassador he had become. 

There was no regret in his mind that he had attended 
and loved the Sunday class, that he had met the encourage- 
ment of sincere friends with a grateful and teachable spirit, 
and that he had abandoned the dingy " Happy Land," in the 
upper storey of which he had slept, a poor, oppressed, unhappy 
boy. The angels had not watched his slumbers then without 
reason, and they would not fail to guard the devoted 

D 
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missionary now, whether amid the dangers of the deep, or 
the horrid cruelties of heathendom. 

The Rev. Edward Bruce and his fair young wife sailed for 
the south in due time, accompanied to the vessel by Mr. and 
Mrs. Denison and William, and a few ministers and others, 
whose tear-fiUed eyes bore evidence of the affectionate adieu. 
Fight on, then, thou valiant soldier of the Cross, once so 
lowly and despised by earth's great ones, and thy sure 
reward shall be an enduring mansion in the happy land of 
Emmanuel ! 
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LYDIA SPEARWINKLE. 

AN EXCERPT, 

" Susan ! " No answer. " Susan ! Silence as profound 
as before. " Susan ! ! A rustle of paper^ and the sound of 
the closing of a drawer. " Susan ! ! ! ** 

" Coming, mum," was at last the shrill reply of the maid- 
of-all-work of Miss Lydia Spearwinkle, No. 3, Cruden 
Crescent, Gorbals. 

" If you are coming, Susan, you are not alone in that. 
Christmas is coming too, although it is only the end of 
October. Have you been asleep, as usual?" 

" No, mum. I was a scrubbing of the scullery, mum, and 
didn't noways hear you, mum." 

Now Susan at this moment simply, or rather wickedly, 
told a lie, but thought ne'er a thought of its black sinful- 
ness, not to mention its future consequences to herself. She 
was as busy as could be reading the last letter she had 
received from the grocer's porter. The epistle ended as 
follows : 

'* Be a gud girl, Susan, No mop at Present from Yours til 
Deth. jo Mitchel." 
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" I don't wish you to come upstairs, Susan. I only want 
you to have the water boiling about half-past four, as I expect 
a gentleman here to tea. Be punctual." 

The abode of this lady, known as Miss Spearwinkle, was 
situated, as the number shows, near the commencement of 
the old crescent. It had seen much better times, when coal 
was cheaper, although tea cost twenty shillings per pound. 
Tea has not always been the common beverage that it is 
now-a-days, and it used to come very heavy on tea -tippling 
old maids. The house showed that its early occupants had 
been in a good position, as there remained the fine old 
carvings, and oak wainscoating and polished floors of the 
olden time. Age was beginning to show many traces 
on the outside, giving it a grim and seedy appearance, 
but inside all was neatness, order, and comfort. The pro- 
prietrix of the establishment was a maiden lady in well-to-do 
circumstances. She had been in former days a' favourite 
with Oliver's father's family, and still, indeed, was Oliver's 
best friend. Although turned forty years, she was still youth- 
ful looking and quick, not only in action, but also some- 
what so in temper. This last failing may have increased 
latterly, and we think it was accelerated by a long course of 
tea drinking, and brooding too frequently over the tender 
conviction very much encouraged by the chart of a phreno- 
logical examination of her bumps, that she possessed all the 
useful and endearing qualities of a mother of children. She 
had never been courted, so far as we ever heard of, which 
circumstance we deem not only unfortunate for her, but also 
a decided loss to humanity. This was the case, however, 
not from any want of skill on her part nor from the leap- 
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years and mistletoe seasons of her life not having been taken 
advantage of, for she knew well the art, or science if you like 
it, of courting, and not a few of its trickeries, from the 
innocent displacement of a gentleman's glove, that he might 
have an excuse to call again, to a most plentiful supply of 
marmalade and buttered toast, with tea of delicious aroma. 
Still, it must be remembered that unsuccess had hitherto 
marked her for its own. An occasional, but recently more 
frequent visitor at Miss Spearwinkle's, was Mr. Hardcastle, 
an elder brother of George, Mr. Desmond's son-in-law. Mr. 
Hardcastle had been settled in Glasgow for some years, being 
engaged in the business of an analytical chemist. He looked 
older than Miss Spearwinkle, though perhaps he was not 
really so. He had known her through the Desmonds ever 
since he came to the city. He was at first rather uncouth 
in his manners, but severe friction with his fellows had 
improved him much, aA you will subsequently leara, espe- 
cially in the estimation of Miss Lydia Spearwinkle. That lady 
came to admire him, and soon increased her attentions, which 
had the desired effect of increasing his likewise. In short, 
if a fair creature of over forty is capable of loving at all, she 
loved William Hardeastle with all the devotion of sweet 
eighteen. Strict in all her sentimenta, even to the most 
minute and insignificant trifle, she could not make any direct 
allusion to the state of her heart to anybody, much less of 
course to the object of her adoration. None but Susan in 
the kitchen suspected anything, but Susan could read 
where there was no print, and knew quite as much of the 
whole affair as her mistress, and perhaps more. She observed 
the little requirements and particularly special comforts 
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in preparation when "that gentleman" — who is the one 
referred to at the outset — was expected to tea. Did she not 
with her own hands bring down stairs the embroidered 
slippers made on purpose for his use, and place them on 
their toes, wrong side up, against the fender of the snug 
parlour ? Did she not with her own hands modernise the 
antiquity of her mistress's style of head-gear before he came, 
and put past the false ringlets and other etceteras after he 
went away 1 And did she not do everything that is gene- 
rally necessary to be done under such circumstances'? 
Though not a word was said, Susan was not a stock or a 
stone in such a matter as this, and she soon saw that as a 
designer on Mr. Hardcastle, Miss Spearwinkle was indeed 
late, but in earnest Yes, and smiled in her sleeve, and told 
the grocer's porter of her surmisings. 

" Have you got all ready, Susan 1 I told you a gentleman^ 
Mr. Hardcastle, is expected to tea." 

" La, Mr. Hardcastle, raum ! Its only three days since he 
was here, mum 1 " rejoined Susan, almost before she knew. 

" How dare you talk in that manner, Susan ! If he is 
here three times a day, what business have you to notice my 
affairs ; Mind your own duties, Susan." 

" La ! " repeated Susan, very little reproved. 

" Bring down the gentleman's slippers from the spare bed- 
room," continued Miss Spearwinkle sharply. Susan obeyed. 
Half-past four duly arrived, and with it came Mr. Hardcastle, 
for he was always punctual, as he enjoyed his cup of tea at 
Cruden Crescent very much. Everything was so cosily got 
up, and the best china put down. The tea was good and the 
urn always steaming, just as our excellent poet, Cowper^ 
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describes it — The toast was soft and warm, and his hostess 
very much the same as the toast. In wintiy weather such 
as this, he relished such things as these exceedingly, 
apparently without a single thought of aught else, but the 
convenience they afforded him. He dreamed as little of love 
hitherto as the tea-um, but on this occasion it was different 
Couthily and cantily they drank tea, Susan in regular 
attendance, and when it was over. Miss Lydia Spearwinkle 
as usual employed herself in knitting wristlets, or something 
of that sort, while Mr. Hardcastle toasted his toes and 
talked sedately of news and business alternately — church 
matters and ministers included. After a little, topics 
generally assumed a personality of tone and construction 
not quite so usual Miss Lydia was not slow to recognise 
the change, as she immediately pricked up her ears, and 
tried to look her best. 

"Miss Spearwinkle," said Mr. Hardcastle, after a short 
pause, "I have just been trying to remember how long you 
and I have known each other." 

"I think, Mr. Hardcastle, I, at least, have had the 
pleasure of knowing you seven years," was the solemnly 
uttered reply. 

" Seven years ! it must be more, though it seems less j 
but it matters little so long as we enjoy the company and 
increasing friendship of one another. 

" That is more important, Mr. Hardcastle." 

" You are right, my d — I mean, Miss Spearwinkle, you are 
now as you have always been, wise iu your judgment, and 
the ornament of your sex. Ah ! give me a woman's judg- 
ment, for quickness, if not for accuracy." 
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Miss LydLa said nothing, but slightly inclined her head 
nearer her work. 

" As I am taking a subject of personal concern for our 
evening's conversation,*' continued Mr. Hardcastle, " I may 
as well go a little further, and mention a weighty matter, 
which has been on my mind." 

" You are quite at liberty, Mr. Hardcastle." 

" But I confess it is a very delicate undertaking, and I 
have a difficulty." 

" I shall gladly help you if I can, my dear Sir," replied 
the lady — she would meet him half-way. 

"Well, my dear Miss Spearwinkle, it takes the form of 
only a single question, and the answer will make me either 
most happy, or I may say, miserable, yes, Miserable" 

Miss Spearwinkle began to tremble slightly as she now 
realized that the delightful moment had at last arrived. 
She dropped her knitting, and sat twisting and twitching a 
piece of wool between her fingers, while there glowed on her 
face a crimson flush of triumphant joy. 

"I have long enjoyed and felt the goodness of your 
hospitality, Lyd — I mean, Miss Spearwinkle, and I know it 
proceeds from a warm heart and a generous nature. Your 
granting my delicate and important request will only be the 
spontaneous outgushing of such a noble and beautiful 
character as yours is ! " 

"You do flatter me, I fear, Mr. Hardcastle," said the 
confiding Lydia. 

Nay," he said, coming a little nearer, " my kind and 
good Miss Lydia, I flatter nobody ; besides, in your case it 
would be a useless task — the free-hearted and loving soul 
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can live without flattery — its happiness consists in making 
others happy. Will you therefore make me happy by 
saying 'Yes' to the one question which lies nearest my 
heart?" 

" I shall try my utmost, dear, good, candid Mr. Hard- 
castle ! " blushingly spoke Lydia, feeling extremely happy. 

** Do you think then, dear lady, you could accommodate 
me with the loan of one hundred pounds ? " — 

Tableau ! 
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RICHES AND POVERTY. 
Fragmentary. 

All men are equal when tbe drowsy god 

Of slumber with his chubby hand hath pressed 

The spring which shuts the lattice of the soul, 

And casts around his sweet unconscious spell. 

The pinky lid of beauty drops the veil 

Serenely o'er the fair and fragrant cheek ; 

Gone flash of scorn, the kindling glance of pride, 

And tender looks of sympathy and love, 

Sunk in forgetfulness she breathes alone. 

The brow of toil and care forgets the while 

To-morrow and the yesterday alike. 

0, blessed interval ! reviving balm, 

The sick may e'en at times thy goodness taste. 

The man of influence and world's wealth 

Lies unperceiving ought save hollow things. 

And might, for all he knoweth then, 

Be in his day-hours as the homeless child, 

Or in his rags within a beggar^s hut. 
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The scholar, who with zest athwart the meads 
And midst the streams of learning and the good 
Drinks from the fountain of that envied joy 
To which 'tis said there is no royal road, 
And in his wisdom great exulting stands 
Above the gro veilings of meaner men ; 
Alas ! one contact with the downy touch 
Upsets his musings and recalls his dreams — 
No better if no worse than those which haunt 
The pallet of the humblest in the land. 
The sleeping earth hath no fantastic looks ; 
The proud, the grave, the rich, the poor, are there, 
And silence for the most part reigns supreme. 

But yet another leveller stalketh forth 
And wraps in sable cerements mankind ; 
Unbidden is his coming, nor can they 
With all their art and curious lore delay 
His chill approach. Inexorable he 
Demands, whatever the earthly cost may be, 
That which is lowly and which kingly is. 
The grave, with open mouth, claims all in time, 
Right heedless of the bitterest human tear. 

Now, to pursue our theme, none can deny 
The intervals in these are felt most sure. 
Just as the place or circumstance unfold. 
The part I choose is not to laud on high 
1 nhappy Croesus or his anxious throng 
Of jaded votaries in their mazy round. 
Who scarce the slippery horn of wealth can hold, 
The flowings o'er have so abundant been; 
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Headlong for pleasure most their steps are bent. 

Regardless of the reaping, thus they sow. 

Oft have I mused and thought, e'en as I looked 

Upon those crowds of forms, my fellow-kind. 

Enshrined in each a never-dying soul. 

The thoughtless youth whose polished brow is still 

UnpencQled by a single line of care ; 

His ruddy cheek bespeaks his flow of life, 

His sparkling eye the spirit hot within, 

His manner quick, with new-bom relish keen 

He grasps the cup, mayhap of pain and death. 

Or turn you to his beauteous sister-gem, 

Fresh jfrom the Master's hand in perfect grace, 

Her mien and movements poetry themselves. 

What power has yet pourtrayed that wondrous thing 

Of life and loveliness, a woman's smile 1 

Ah ! 'tis a danger man should fain avert, — 

Yea, it hath fooled the wisest of the wise. 

'Tis sad she often seeks the wordling's part. 

And flaunts her beauty " like the idle wind ; " 

Her brow of snow is filled with nothing most. 

Her heart a little casket of deceit, 

Her lips the saucy ministers of pride. 

To laugh and trick and curl when she requires ; 

Whilst all her powers are withered up and lost 

Effect in giving to her fleeting charms. 

But still in healthier sphere an angel too 

Of goodness, patience, purity, and love, 

I would not rob her of her tenderness 

Or heavenly birthright in the home of man, 
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And dress her up to masculine pursuit, 

For all the whims e'er hatched beneath the sun. 

Still wealth is worthful in its holy use, 

Like generous love, true happiness begets, 

As in profusion it is poured forth. 

So often giving to love's charity, 

Increaseth still its ever glittering store. 

Unshackled by possession's gnawing care 

Of tastes and passions, irksome oft and strong, 

Leading to others more imperious still, 

The million sons and daughters o'er the globe 

Of what men know as Poverty strive on 

With her twin-sister, pale Obscurity ; 

Yet happy too, since that the charmer's key 

Will not unlock the treasure-house to all. 

They rest unconscious in their bless'd content. 

Not to decry the good by prudent hand. 

In those who know aright the part they play. 

The himible-garbed sister wins my heart 

Unfashion^d and meek she moves along. 

Nor knows aught of my passing inward thought. 

Perchance a widowed one, whose shabby weeds 

Would once have brought a blush on him she loved. 

When in the sweet and balmy days of spring 

They sat or walked on yonder bloomy brow ; 

Or, fresh in " young love's dream," up to the church 

They answered to the tinkle of the bell. 

All now is o'er, and she, it may be sad. 

Treads foot by foot the world's dark paths alone. 
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0, mystery of human lot ! darkest of all 

Problems that to finite mind ere came, 

How is it that we must bear out in full 

The incongruous tiial, and suffer still the sight ? 

An aged brother next may totter past, 

Outstripped by fleet-limbed hasty youth, 

Impatient of the lagging wheel of time ; 

His sum of life will ere long be complete, 

Tho* little else be in it but the toil 

Of ceaseless labour for the passing meal. 

The sinewy limbs refuse to act as wont, 

All thought is sluggish and the memory dim, 

And weariness is searching out for rest. 

No rest for thee, toil-worn one. 

Encumbered with the frailties of the years, 

Save where the sleepers know no earthly mom. 

Child of the lowly-bom, too, what of thee 1 

No gorgeous couch thy frail form received, 

Nor silken robes in soft and fleecy folds 

Wrapped from rade winds thy new and struggling state, 

Common and oft ungainly things sufficed 

To welcome thee ; — no royal message borne 

Annoimced an heir of Paradise had come ; 

Yet in thine innocence thou feebly clung, 

Held fast by nature's inappreciative bands. 

To that mean mother and her modest worth. 

'Tis well there hath been planted in men's breasts 

Tme hearts of hope and even heavenly love. 

Unapprehensive of the coming time 

When earthly help shall fail them in their need. 

E 
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0, Nature is most blind to glittering state, 
And pomp of pride and wealth and power ; 
No artifice of greatness could induce to stray 
From its fond master e'en a faithful dog, 
Tho* he a beggar is from door to door. 
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God's day of happy rest had broke 

In golden glory round ; 
The welcome sun, as just awoke, 

Swept o'er the dewy ground. 

Queenlike she left her chamber bright. 

In robe of beams arrayed ; 
The mountain, by her gorgeous light, 

In glorious setting laid. 

Upon her throne above its brow, 

All rugged and forlorn. 
She sat her down — I see her now — 

That lovely Sabbath mom. 

To a communion " o'er the hill 
We walked, my friend and I ; 

Man and his weary works were still, 
No worldly thing was nigh. 
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The softest zephyrs fanned the cheek, 

As those that gently play 
On old iEolian harp, and speak 

In dreamy melody. 

That balmy breeze oft came and went, 
And soothed our bosom's care ; 

A gladness through our hearts it sent, 
Like to His presence there. 

We stepped with no unseemly haste. 
But gazed with raptured eye, 

Well pleased the sweets of mom to taste, 
And nature's fervid joy. 

By new-sown field and fertile mead 
We saw young Spring appear. 

While piped the songsters overhead 
The opening of the year. 

The early wild flower's modest eye 

Peeped on us as we passed. 
The little brook that tiokled by 

Its crystal radiance cast ; 

And far above the bonny lark 

The morning air had riven; 
To its blithe notes we silent hark, 

They seem'd to come from heaven. 
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We reach the church within the vale, 

Close by the silver Tyne, 
A stream unknown to Fame's fond tale, 

Yet loved by heart of mine, 

And those who danc'd in fitful glee. 
When life's brief dream was young ; 

Sweet Ford ! hath none remembered thee t 
Hath none thy beauties sung 1 

Our fathers loved thy grassy slopes, 

As, on the hallowed day. 
They, glowing with eternal hopes, 

To Zion led the way. 

Now they are gone ; no more their feet 

Within these courts appear ; 
They need not now the mercy seat, 

Their future is made clear. 

Yet as of old the scene remained. 

New buds the woods adorn ; 
Its holy brightness it retained 

That sacramental mom. 

As we approached, around the door. 

We saw each rustic stand. 
With southern-wood, or scented flower. 

And Psalm Book in his hand. 
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There might be seen, slow stepping down, 

The widow sad and lone ; 
She still had on the crape and gown 

She wore when he had gone, 

Though years 'had fled ; her lowly lot, 
Shall be changed by-and-bye ; 

Her large-typed title-deeds she's got 
To mansions in the sky. 

The countryman, and maiden fair, 

In sparkling health rejoice, 
Far from proud Fashion's gaudy glare. 

Or giddy Folly's voice. 

The church is filled, mute silence reigns, 

The aged pastor prays, 
Then rise the solemn gliding strains 

Of David's holy lays. 

Deeply is felt that tender hour, 
Their eyes with tears are dim ; 

The bread they break, the wine they pour, 
And thus remember Him ; 

The Stricken One — the Crucified — 

On Him our sorrows flow ; 
To men He came, for men He died, 

The Father's love to show. 
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The rites are o'er, and cheered in soul, 
The vesper hymn they sound, 

And wondering they His Name extol, 
And leave the. sacred ground. 

There had we sat in peace and joy. 

No fear before our face, 
No persecutor to destroy 

Or mock that humble place. 

The sword and stake are both aside 

Now and for ever cast ; 
Our grandsires scattered far and wide 

These cruelties of the past 

That we might worship unafiraid. 
As we that day had done ; 

May their lov'd memories never fade. 
Nor the battles they have won. 
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The house now hushed, a' speak below their breath, 

Ilk blind is drawn, the knocker muffl'd still, 
There just hae entered one whose name is Death, 

Wi' visage dark, an* hands baith lank an' chilL 
Grim messenger is he, an' aften sent 

To ha' or hut, an' e'en upon the main ; 
Sorrow's soft showers shew where his steps were bent, 

An' dowie sables nod an' nod again. 

He steals into the blythe an' cosy hame, 

An' makes a gap in yonder " circle wide ; " 
Sometimes he takes " himsel," or else his dame, 

Wha lang hae travell'd snugly side by side, 
Or wi' a ruthless grasp o' keenest aim. 

Afore a blink o' life it yet hath known, 
He snatches frae its cot their infant bairn, 

An' naething leaves where late their joys had flown. 
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Perchance the floweret o' the little fauld 

His greedy eye hath mark'd oot for a prey ; 
He likes the young, though he maun take the auld. 

Yea, mony a time he hurries them away. 
He seems ta tak a weary sad delight 

To rub frae afif the cheek its peachy bloom, 
An' blast it wi' a waefu' deadly blight, 

E'en age is kindlier in its changefu' doom. 

He lo'es to rob the lustre frae the e'e. 

To check the smile which round the rubies play'd. 
Banish for aye that voice ance fu* o' glee, 

An' still the hand which midst the numbers stray'd. 
Like marble all — no fragrant breath is there 

Where glow'd glad life, an' joy, an' hope serene ; 
Set in a diadem o' gowden hair 

She lies the picture o' his conquest-queen. 

The miser-grave must next its portion claim. 

When Death his fancied gain hath hirsl'd sair, 
He seeming reckons men wi' kittle aim. 

An' drags them trembling to that dreary lair. 
Ah no, a sacred halo gilds the gloom. 

The present glory o' the Great Unseen, 
That streams amidst the shadows o' the tomb. 

To lighten only where Himself hath been. 

The service done, ilk humble neebour sighs, 

An' taks the solemn lesson to himsel, 
The weel-kent pastor reverently replies — 

" Wha may be next there's nane here can foretell 
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A sma* refreshment ane an' a' partak', 

Or aiblins something healthfa* for the way, 

Fair nature's form ere they come slowly back 
Shall hae put on her cloak o' gloamin' grey. 

Rending each sabbin' heart the " lift " is made, 

Lang last fareweels burst frae the woe-worn breast, 
As 'neath the lintel gently is convey'd 

The big black coffin to its final rest 
Scant bands or " weepers " flutter i' the breeze, 

For here was nae parade o' worldly pride, 
Nae mutes nor music onlookers to please, 

A country hearse was a' their wealth supplied. 

As slowly on they mov'd doon by the burn. 

The sister-ones upon the threshold stood. 
An' cast a wistfu' look ere they should turn 

Wi' silent vacancy alane to brood ; 
To view the staff or shoon may-be ance mair 

Those symbols o' earth's journey now laid down, 
• Or drap a saut tear by the empty chair, 

Tho' 'twas nae seat o' learning or renown. 

Onward they wend that glist'ning autumn morn, 

A band of mourners wi' their holy dead — 
Methinks mair saftly wav'd the golden com. 

An' ilk wee moor-flower bow'd its dewy head ; 
The sheep upo' the leas look'd as they passed, 

Outsung the thrush to tune o' eerie name. 
They seem'd to ken that that look was the last, 

Doon frae the blue the laverock's requiem came. 
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Full six Scotch miles o' heather-bordered drive 

Stretched oot its seamy windings *mong8t the hills 
Ere they at yonder quaint auld yett arrive, 

Where oft the e'e the brimming mem'ry fills ; 
Green acre dappVd o'er wi' sombre shades, 

In rustic stillness thy lone hillocks lie, 
Entmnce to that sweet life which never fades, 

Blissful the thought of even there to die I 

An' purple heath a' round, till midst the sky 

It softly merges in the azure pure ; 
Here hath been seen in stormy days gone by 

What patriot's fire an' martyr could endure. 
Land of the purple ! thy imperial sway 

On side of liberty and sternest right 
Ne'er yielded these to tyrant-lords a prey, 

But, scorning self, led foremost in the fight ! 

At length the village kirk met ilka gaze, 

Bound which the sires of ages gather'd sleep. 
Their latest prayer is said, their song of praise 

Hath ceased below, nor do they longer weep ; 
The moss hath long o'ergrown those ancient lines. 

An' fill'd the letters wi' its tufty green, 
Tho' here an' there a polish'd surface shines 

To mark the last new comer to the scene. 

Across the sward wi' carefu' grip, an' slow, 
That band an' their lov'd burden step fu* sad, 

Almost afraid the slumberers below 

Should ken the loss which they hae lately bad ; 
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To that deep grave, ah, dark an' grusome place, 
Na wonder that we shudder at the sight, 

Till faith looks round for His benignant face 
Wha's beaming love makes a' the future bright. 

Solemn they stand, a' coverings are removed, 

Their sun-brown'd features lifted to their God, 
Wi' souls resigned, His righteous will approved. 

They welcome noo the shelter o' the sod 
To wrap their dearest dust till happier morn 
Dawn o'er mankind than ever shone before, 
When love frae love shall never mair be torn. 
And joy shall bless the new earth's peaceful shore. 
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0, TELL me, Friendship, where art thou? 

Since here thy place no more we find ; 
The guileless love, the trustful tow, 

Have vanished like the fleeting wind. 

This is the age of trade deceit, 

Of all that's false, and much that's vile ; 
Behind the " friend," there stands the cheat. 

Who mocks you with his empty smile. 

On busy " 'Change," or lesser mart, 
What doth the gift of language do 

But sets a mask before the heart 
To hide the sacred truth from view ? 

Again, within the social band. 

Where pure should be the earthly bliss. 
Hypocrisy's extended hand 

Completes its meanness with a kiss. 
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Fond frieadship now is cast aside, 
The greed of gain absorbeth all 

Except that poisonous fungus, pride,— 
Sign of a worldly people's falL 

Ah, well ! I thanks to hearen send 
That I have still a mind so strong, 

E*en though I may not have a friend, 
To laud the right and spurn the wrong, 

And feel that God's whole suffering race 
Within my bosom hath a share ; 

*Tis joy to calm the tear-dimmed face 
And soothe the groanings of despair. 

The worldling's pomp and selfish aims 
Excite my pity more than scorn ; 

Earth's vulgar airs and hollow claims 
Can ne'er an endless life adorn. 

Commend me to the silent hour, 
With book or pen my friends to be. 

Or, Blessed One, Thy love and power 
In nature's wider page to see. 

The jewelled 4Bky, the golden moon. 
The wealth of diamonds in the sun. 

Are riches true, — 0, godlike boon, 

For me these glorious works were done. 
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The flowery plain, the lasting hills, 
The glistening of the wavy sea, 

My breast with Thy pure pleasure fills, 
And lifts my bounding soul to Thee. 

Let human ** friends" be false and few, 
Misrepresent me as they please, 

1*11 love them and forgive them too, 
If they will only leave me these. 
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ADELAIDE NEILSON. 
The late famous and beautiful actress. 

From yonder glist'ning midnight star 

A ray of beauty came, 
It left its home of light afar, 

It left behind its name. 

That ray took up a lower sphere, 

A ** human face divine," 
Its distant glory now brought near 

Awhile on earth to shine. 

It gleam'd around our loveliest flower, 

A daughter of mankind ; 
No lily bathed in vernal shower 

A fairer form could find. 

It sparkl'd in her beauteous eyes, 
And made them death to see, 

The jetty margins' long disguise 
But set their lustre free. 
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With loving yet oft fitful glance 

It so illum'd her smile, 
One gesture might the soul entranoe, 

A single look beguile. 

In wealth of all terrestrial source 
Before time's light it beamed, 

And glow'd in histrionic force, 
All heavenly though it seem'd. 

Till soon that poor bright wand'ring ray 

By mortal stain got dim, 
And 'mid the darkness pass'd away 

Like vanish'd seraphim. 




p 
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THE WEAKY DRINK. 
/. — An Epistle. 

The Temperance paper an' your's mid prints an' letters a • 
host, 

Hae come ta .my hand a' richt — they came by the momin' 
post. 

I notice your name in the list o' wise men wha wisK ta da 
guid, 

Reformers there always must be, tho' they hinna to shed 
their bluid. 

The drink is a weaiy discoorse, an aften 'tis preached for 
naught, 

There be nane so slow ta learn as wha dinna wish ta be 
taught ; 

Men are selfish an' thoochtless an' care na ta speir the price, 
Oh, thankless aboon a' the task o' tryin' ta gie guid advice. 
The Bibber, the blight o' the land, I hate the smell o' his 
breath — 

It minds me o' drink and disease an' the verra oncome o' 
death ; 
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Yet auce it was sweet as the May, when a gleeful laddie 
he ran, 

What a pity, ane almost would say, that ta grow he ever 
began; 

His faoe that aye shone like the bum has become baith 

smutty an' red, 
An* gane are the gowden straiks that beam'd roond his 

curly head ; 

He was honest an' happy then, an' his tastes were simple 
I'm sure. 

The scaldin' cup he ne'er took, for he quaff 'd but the water 
pure. 

But he forgot his hame near the Birkwood, an' he reck'd not 

his father's wrath, 
For time flew on an' the tempter soon wriggl'd across his 

path ; 

His luring eye was upon him, an' frae oot o' the sin an* the 
slime 

He drew him into Hell's kennel, an' the rest was a matter 
o' time ; 

Transforming time, though unblamed, we strange things see 
in thy plan — 

A youth gettin' worse than a skunk when he thinks he's 
gettin' a man ! 

Ta vary the scene he maun marry — ye holy men, pray for his 
wife ! 

Though he vow'd her dearly to cherish till e'en the last day 
o' his life ; 

Alas that a' vows should be scattered, an' the monster winna 
tell why, 
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An' the face that ance lov'd him is broken in colours o' dirt 
an' o' dje ; 

The children they glower in amaze an* wonder what can be 
wrang, 

For no* many meenits afore their father cam in wi* a sang, — 
He seem'd then himsel, yet the draught of the fiery demon 
was there, 

An' sune chang'd his voice ta a shriek an' his mopish een ta 
a glare ; 

The duddy bit things were a' mute an' half frichted noo for 
their ain, 

Does the thoocht o' their wee throbbin' hearts no* pierce ye 

thro' ta the bane ? 
Afraid o* him ! wha by a' that's true in the warl' abune 
Is bound an' should love ta protect them frae skaith either 

late or sune, 

Ta feed them, an* deed them, an* gie them a wee pickle 
Bchulin* beside, 

But hardly a groat could be sav'd that didna gang doon wi* 
the tide. 

Aye, that's just the gate o*t at hame, but slip roond ta the 
public hoose. 

An* ye*ll see ihe "gentleman" sittin' the crousest amang 
the orouse — 

He pays his way like a vnan, an' boasts o' his pranks an' his 
pluck. 

While the ootcome's a wretched wife an' starvin' weans i' 
the muck. 

That weary drink indeed, the judges lament it aflfhand. 
They say it's the cause o' a* the distress an' crime i' the land ; 
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But the trade is siller-makin — my lords hae forgotten that, 
An' that's the reason John Bull an' the publicans are so fat ; 
They prefer to possess enoo a carriage an' title an' greed 
An' save the sowls that they've daran'd wi* big legacies after 
they're deid. 

I conclude by agreein' wi' you that the spate o* destruction's 
immense ; 

Oh I wish that the daidlin' boddies could get some mair 
common sense. 
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THE WEAKY DKINK. 

11.— An EpUtle. 

Dear Nevvo, in my last wee bit paper I gae ye a swatch o' 
the drammers, 

But that was among the puir folks wha ken little o' polish 
an' grammars ; 

There's a class o' oor populawtion ane wad think should ken 
awee better, 

Yet the feint a hapworth, yell see, afore I finish my letter. 
Tis sad, oh, 'tis sad, at the ootset to see wi ane's een sae 
plain, 

An' it's a' as true as the aiild Book or e'en that your heid's 
yer ain. 

Folks in what's ca'ed the " hupper suckles," baith men an' 

women I'll sweer, 
They drink like fish on the sly, but say na that I wrote it 

here; 

Some leddies sae mim-moo'd an' deep wi' their innocent 

laughin* an* banter, 
They'll geek at a moothfu' o' sherry an* gang hame an* half- 

toom the decanter ; 
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Should some disappointment come on, as loss o' husband or 
lover, 

They harp an' harp till at last the gin-demon himsel they 
discover ; 

Or the easy-oircumstanc'd matron afb loses control o' her 
tongue, 

Wi' an extra glass at the table she graced like a queen when 
young. 

We speak o' time's ravages sair, but the drink makes shorter 
the wark. 

It taks the true light frae the life, an' leaves but a meaningless 
spark ; 

It. makes a poor wreck o' the beauty that ance was ran after 
by a'. 

An' loosens the firm fitstep that sprang sae licht i' the ha'. 
Oh, where is the ringin' peal o' nature's sweet music bells ? 
*Tis silenced amid the dark scenes where the Brandy-gorgon 
dwells ; 

Yet, 'tis so in mony a hoose, ne'er a tale is truer beside, 
That goblin creatur was ance a husband's love an' his pride. 
The men — ^the swells an' the snobs — some wi' an' some withoot 
clink. 

Ye may see them struttin in hunders on the verge o' eternity's 
brink. 

They think na, an' care na a jot, aye, but that is just what 
they say. 

There never stepp'd into this warl' sic " haw, haw " cowards 
as they; 

At " Kooms " o' ae sort an' anither, an' anon at whq,t they 
ca' "Clubs"— 
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(Though mony oould but ill bear a bit word o' a letter frae 
Stubbs"), 

They toss ofif their wastfu' champagne an' think it sae 
wondrous fine, 

That oot a' some Hhoobarb was mad&. aboot aughteen 
seventy-nine ; 

An' bless me, dear Nevvo, they smoke tabacca half-nichts 
at a time, 

Aye, an' pu' at stinkin' cigars till naebody can see a stime ; 
The smell is eneuch o't for me. an' wha likes- the taste's 
no nice, 

I wonder the plac^ess callants wad hae sic things at the 
price. 

So they drink, an' they drink till a's blue wi' gamblin' an 

leein', an scorning 
An' a brandy an' soda'^ first thing wakens up the auld 

deil i' the momin'; 
Even if i^s na waur^ that's the gate that thae upperlins 

aften pursue ; 

But mind, like some things at a' trades, its keepit frae 

me an' frae you ; 
Though at ither times, as a rule, they're as sober an 

solemn's a cat; 
Some sit i' the "Hoose" upby, an' preside at this an' at 

that. 

Just tae baud oot awee wi' what's guid an' be a kind o* 
example. 

Yet waes me if ever ye tak' their private life for a sample. 
Na, na, we maun say what's richt 'tween the working man 
an' the swell, 
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The process may differ a giffy, but the end o't a novice 

can tell. 
Ah 1 mortal, thou as air art free, 
A will thine own, naught shackles thee 
Save this one dread undying thought — 
From thee swift reckoning shall be sought. 
Take up the cup — the drunkard^s cup, • 
Weak are the hands that lift it up ; 
On thine own acts shall still depend 
Thy future lot's unending end. 
The simple one's dilated eye, 
Beheld its deadly glories nigh, 
Imagination told her lie ; 
He taated oft, and oft anew 
The poison scorched him as he drew ; 
Through brain and heart it seeth'd and bum'd, 
Till god-like, he a fiend had turned. 




Digitized by Google 



86 



THE ENGLISH. 




THE ENGLISH. 
An Epistle, 

Deab Donald, 1*11 noo keep the promise I made ye ere I ciam 
sooth, 

Although wi' ae thing an' another I sometimes feel doon i' 
the mooth, 

Ye speir what I think o' the English — wow, they're an 
unco sort ; 

Some few may be glen ta buiks, but maist are after their 
sport. 

They're fond o' their exerceeses, their huntin' an' shootin' an' 
games. 

An' its their houp an' consolation when a guid denner's 

awaiting their wames ; 
For leeve wha like, or dee wha like, there's never a bit o' 

fear. 

That they dinna attend ta the " inner man " as they ca' that 
business here. 

Their Saint days an' their Sundays, an' aften I think it a 
shame, 

Are a' conneckit wi* eatin', as ye'll ken by the verra name : 
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There's a day they ca* Pancake Tuesday, an' I tried it no 
lang syne, 

To whumle the cake i' the pan, an* never a bit ta' tyne ; 
Then ither capers they hae, though the deil himsel kens 
whan, 

When simnel-scones an' hot cross buns are bak'd an' spread 
ower the Ian', 

They're far frae grace, tell Kirsty, cauld water an' a wheen 
crusts. 

Wad mair become sic penitent anes than clutchin awa at 
their lusts. 

Aweel but they're noble an' coothie whenever ye meet them 
oot-bye ; 

As a rule they're a bit aflfhanded, yet ready to reason why — 
Though some may deeve ye at times wi' their useless lang- 

wunded clatter, 
An' glibness o' a jack-daw, but kenin' as little aboot the 

matter. 

They seem ta think us sae " canny," for I've met them at 

law an' at kirk. 
Some wud pit their fit on yer neck tiU ye gie them a bork 

wi' yer dirk — 

But that sune maks them stand doon, an' then they'll gie ye 
a beck — 

For a' that the English are great, an' I'll baud them aye in 
respeok. 

Noo come ta thae fairies, the lassos— ^ah, that sets my heart 
pit-a-pat, 

Yer Uncle, like Robbie the Ranter, wi' them was aye fond 
o' a chat ; 
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They're sweet an ken naething ayont Bome innocent gigglin' 
an' laughin' — 

fresh as the blush-roae their cheeks when bother'd awee i' 
their daffin' ; 

They're dulcet-tongued an' they're free, an' their brows are 

maist wondrous fair, 
An' wi miser-een I've aft glower'd at the glint o' their gowden 

hair. 

We brag o' oor ain Scottish lassie, but we maun aye dae 
justice ta each, 

The tane is an apple fu' red an' the tither's as nice as a peach. 
Here meantime my letter FU stop for fear the post be awa, 
They tell me you folks i' the north are ower held an' ears i 
the sna.' 
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MARCH TO THE STANDARD. 



A NATIONAL NONCONFORMIST SONG. 



Tune : " Eoderich Vich Alpine Dhu, Ho ! leroe, 

March to the standard, ye champions of Zion, 

Now is the fit hour to rally around ; 
Let not your banners unlifted be lying, 

And their bearers like traitors who cannot be found. 
Heaven send us good and true 
Men who will fight anew. 
Bravely to conquer or boldly to die 
For the great cause of truth, 
And our old England's youth, 
Thraldom in country or faith to defy. 

March to the standard, bone of the nation. 
Prestige and patrons no longer endure. 

Free shall the pathway be on to salvation, 
It needs not a prelate to render it sure. 
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Equal in power and place, 

Away with the priestly r^ce ; 
We shall ne'er bow to presumption'— and why t 

Because 'tis not true nor right ; 

So shall we keenly fight, 
Thraldom in country or faith to defy, 

March to the standard, pure and high-minded ; 

Rise ! tho' we fight not with rifle or sword. 
Show to all those whom self-love hath blinded 

The wisdom of truth and the power of " His word." 
Come on then, Freedom's sons, 
Titled and toiling ones, 
Cling to your banners and give them the lie ; 
This is no trifling cause, 
Striving for equal laws. 
Thraldom in country or faith to defy. 

March to the standard — our enS liberation, 

The yoke of the State chafes the neck of the true ; 
Fling back in their teeth what they call " toleration," 
And tell them that all that we're saying we'll do. 
Permission do not want, 
Submission will not grant, 
Spite of the sneer of wealth, onward ! we cry — 
We shall not retrograde, 
Nor shall we be afraid 
Thraldom in country or faith to defy. 
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March to the standard — ^gather right loyally, 

Make state-craft and priest -craft to bum with shame. 
Though honour to her who o'er us most royally 
Reigns but to win deeper love for her name. 
Yes, yet our noble faith 
Shall never suffer skaith, 
True as our fathers in death's slumbers lie, 
We shall be strong as they, 
And fearless lead the way, 
Thraldom in country or faith to defy. 
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NEW YEAR'S SONG. 

Tune : " Auld lang syne'^ 

Let young an' auld now join the cheer, 

An' thankfu' heai-ts reply, 
To welcome in the guid New Year, 
Nor for the auld ane sigh. 

For onward is the watchword here, 

Onward through brief time ; 
We'll sing to hail another year, 
Come onward through brief time. 

May mirth and glee, wi* innocence, 

Abound in cot an' ha', 
For a' our health an' happiness 
Are His wha cares for a*. 

For onward is the watchword here. 

Onward through brief time ; 
We'll ask His care another year, 
And onward through brief time. 
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Our pain an' care will soon be o*er, 

We'll a' ill's power forget, 
An' meet the friends gane on before, 
Then wherefore should we fret ? 

For onward is the watchword here, 

Onward through brief time ; 
We'll meet for aye without a tear. 
When onward through brief time. 

The sma' misunderstandings there 

Will a' be plain an' clear. 
An' each may own himsel' mistaen 
As things may then appear. 

For onward is the watchword here. 

Onward through brief time ; 
Pure love shall take the place o' fear, 
Far onward through brief time. 

Now let us a' wi' richt guid will 

Be honest, leal, and kind. 
So shall we ne'er regretful view 
The years we leave behind. 

For onward is the watchword here. 

Onward through brief time ; 
We'll gladly toil another year, 

Reached onward through brief time. 

o 
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Wi' hand held oot in friendly grasp, 

Fra worldly guile set free, 
Gie ane another a hearty clasp. 
An* wish for joys to be. 

For onward is the watchword here 

Onward through brief time ; 
Our happy hame is always near. 
Though onward through brief time. 
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SWEET are the breathings which dwell in the air, 

And enchanting the zephyrs that blow, 
When the morning is young and all nature is fair 
. From mid-sky to the landscape below. 

sweet are the gems cut without human skill, 

In profusion that quiver around ; 
How fresh are their beauties although they may still 

At length vanish or sink to the groimd ! 

sweet are the tender first buds of the Spring, 
That deck yon wild woods in the dell, 

The sight makes the shrill-throated choristers sing 
To their long winter-dream a farewell. 

And sweet are the lambkins that frisk on the heath. 

Ah, but few can be happy as they, 
. Unstained as the snow of the wind-whirl'd wreath, 

Or the meddlesome kitten at play. 
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But sweeter and dearer than aught we can name 
la our early love's dawnings to trace, 

The strong-searching glow of that unsullied flame 
A long lifetime can never efface. 

It might be half hidden, or even unknown, 

So sacred to hope was its truth ; 
Perhaps it was he who admir'd her alone— 

Were they not only maiden and youth ? 

Full well he remembers the bloom on her cheek. 
And the smile of her love-speaking eye ; 

How hard the sublime gift of speech was to seek 
When her pure gentle presence was nigh ? 

Yes, surely he lov'd her in those early years, 

For that vision of love is not fled ; 
'Mid time's silent changes, commingled with tears. 

Oft he thinks of the light which it shed. 
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Weary toiler, cease, we pray, 
Cast these cruel chains away, 
Noise and' warrings make dispart^ 
Madness of the hum^n heart ; 
Bid each cankering sorrow fl^e, 
Hold another welcome free. 

Hail our gentle sister Peace ! 

Chimes again shall fill the skies, 
Soon their fading cadence dies — 
Chimes and charms which never can 
Sooth the aching breast of man ; 
Trembling, restless, mortal thing. 
Holy tide is on the wing. 

Hail our gentle sister Peace 1 

Pleased with fragile fleeting toy% 
Blindly searching out for joySj 
Ever longing, never fill. 
Empty is that chamber still, 
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Sensuous hopes to thee appear, 
Disappointing year by year. 

Hail our gentle sister Peace ! 

High the place where she was born, 
Happy thrice that gladsome mom, 
She alone, divinely sent. 
Brings the mourner sweet content, 
Satisfies the craving soul, 
Makes it truly great and whole. 

Hail our gentle sister Peace ! 

Hearty greetings now extend, 
Kindly deeds with wishes blend ; 
Vacant, doubtless, yonder chair. 
Gone the form which nestled there ; 
Yet around from town and vale 
Worth and beauty love to hail 

Hail our gentle sister Peace 1 
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BEAUTIFUL SEA. 



The sea, the sea, the beautiful sea — 
Healthful thy breezes, bracing and free, 
Dashing, splashing, never at rest, 
Sparkling and foaming from crest to crest ; 
Laving, heaving, surging, and swelling, 
Thou bear'st on thy bosom the Mariner^s dwelling. 
Who doth not feel better by visiting thee 1 
Grandest of nature's works — beautiful sea. 

The sea, the sea, the beautiful sea, 
We know not the wonders hidden in thee ! 
Gems of the ocean, pure as the sun, 
Reposing, — disclosing their beauty to none, — 
Shining and glistening and gleaming and glancing, 
Down where the sea-weed and tangle are dancing ; 
With life ever teeming, *tis no marvel to me. 
That so little is. known of the beautiful sea. 
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The sea, the sea, the beautiful sea, 

Great in thy power and majesty ; 

Lofty and loudly, appalling and splendid, 

Often thy waters with tempests are blended. 

The dread of thy might sets the sailor's heart quaking. 

And piercing the wail as the frail barque is breaking ; 

O'er the fair and the manly, who slumber in thee, 

Thou hymn'st a sad requiem, beautiful sea. 

The sea, the sea, the beautiful sea, 

Like the measureless depths of eternity — 

Wide-ranging, unchanging, for ever the same, 

Sounding deep notes to thy master's name ; 

While each shell of the sea-bed thy echoes are singing, 

And the blue vault above with sea-music is ringing — 

Sublime and yet solemn of all things that be, 

Is heaven's own mirror, the beautiful aea. 
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THE TENANT OF THE STREET. 



The night sky above me, 
All round me the street, 

With no one to love me, 
No home that is sweet. 

No mother to kiss mo 
And pillow my head, 

No sister to miss me 
If e'en I were dead 

My mother hath gone now — 
Death forc'd her away, 

So I'm all alone now, 
A waif and a stray. 

My father was drunken, 
He car'd not for me ; 

In the grave they are sunken- 
My mother and he. 
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When footsore and weary 

I dream she is nigh, 
And when I am dreary 

I gaze on the sky. 

There, twinkling in glory, 

Pure starlets I see. 
And I think of the story 

She often told me. 

*Twas of one so holy, 
All goodness and love, 

Both powerful and lowly, 
Who liveth above. 

She said she was going. 

Ere her whispers were dumb, 
Where tears cease from flowing. 

And press'd me to come. 

My lot it doth soften 
To think she's on high. 

And that is why often 
I gaze on the sky. 
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LOVE'S MADNESS. 



" Tis all his fault my mistress true, 
He hath my guileless heart deceired ; 

He prais'd my hair, and ejres of blue, 
I heard him, lov'd him, and believed. 

Yet he hath left me — oh my brain ! 

It reels to think while suns shall rise, 
I ne'er shall see his face again ; 

Why did he ever meet mine eyes ? 

She said and from the house she ran, 
In love's strange phrensy o'er the down. 

To yonder bridge whose arches span 
O'er many a cliff beyond the town. 

With ravel'd hair and madden'd smile, 
The maiden rush'd, nor heeded she. 

The watchman at the narrow stile ; 
" What knows he of my love or me ? " 
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Her nervous eye insanely bright 

Glanc'd round on those who tried to save ; 
Swift as the arrow in its flight, 

She sought the maniac's slighted grave. 

Eight o'er the rail on the abyss, 
Her slender form a moment hung ; 

Ah ! why should it have come to this. 
And all those tender chords unstrung ? 

'Twas man's false love that wrought the ill ; 

So down the frightful height she hurl'd, 
A mangl'd heap begrimm'd and still, 

The rest had fled to yonder world. 
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THE RICH MERCHANT. 
I. 

Surrounded with fears, 

In darkness I seem; 
Fast falling, my tears 

Out-gush like a stream. 
My conscience is stinging, 

And will not be still ; 
For to self I am clinging. 

With all my self-will. 

What, then, must I do 1 

I cannot find rest ; 
My days here acre few, 

Oh ! say what is best ? 
Old friends are forsaking ; 

In the world's great mart. 
My idols are breaking, 

And crushing my heart 
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A lifetime hath gone 

In pursuit of gain ; 
Tho' rich, I'm alone, 

Bound down by that chain. 
'Mid weakness I'm Ijing, 

Where now is my stay ? 
And who, when I'm dying, 

Shall point me the way ] 



II. 

Ah ! sad is thy state, 

And dark is thy path ; 
Yet it is not too late 

To flee from God's wrath. 
Though by thy own story. 

Thou ow'st not the world, 
For forgetting His glory. 

His fury is hurl'd. 

Make haste to the Cross, 

'Tis better than gold ; 
Who fails it his loss 

Can never be told. 
There Jesus is bleeding. 

Poor sinner, for thee ; 
Oh ! be not unheeding, 

He'll set thy soul free. 
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Then peace shall attend 

Thy last living hour, 
With God as thy Friend, 

And upheld by His power. 
In weakness tho* lying, 

He shall be thy stay ; 
And Jesus, when dying. 

Shall lead thee the way. 




Digitized by Google 



108 LINES ON VISITING THE GRAVE OP LEONARD BRIGHT. 




LINES 

On visiting the grave of Leonard Bright (son of the Right 
Hon. John Bright, M.P,), Great Orme^s Head. 

On lonely Tudno's grassy steep, 
Where storms their direfiii revels keep, 
'Neath yonder ever-changeful sky. 
In hearing of the sea-fowl's cry. 
Beside the breaking wave, 

He sleeps, a child of promise fair, 
Naught can disturb his slumbers there ; 
His loving life, his too brief race 
Were ending, and he chose the place 
To lay himself to rest. 

With tender care the wish was given, 
And through the singing stars of heaven 
To that one fold of endless day 
His ransom'd spirit wing'd its way ; 
The Shepherd led him in. 
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Few were his years those letters tell ; 
His will be done, all must be well ; 
No wordling's joys, no sorrow's pain, 
For him all these were made in vain. 
Or pass'd away for ever. 

His father's fame shall sound along 
Where future generations throng, 
But all which earth shall have of him 
Is that small grave with marble brim 
On Orme's high rocky crest. 

The heart that loves the people's right 
Shall kindle at the name of Bright, 
For holier far than lordly crown 
His noble deeds shall still go down 
To history's latest page. 




H 
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MY MONODY; OR, THE SONG OF THE BEE. 



When summer hours are sweet and fair, 

Although I*m but a bee, 
And drowsy gladness fills the air 

I sing my Monody. 

I roam about from gem to gem 
That decks the mead or tree, 

And as I'm dipping into them 
I buzz my Monody. 

Awhile to lawns 'neath cloudless skies, 

With wanton wing I flee ; 
Those living flowers, bright butterflies, 

All know my Monody. 

As woods are lovely and serene, 

And birds are full of glee, 
I join amidst the leafy green 

My lowly Monody. 
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On flowers which scent the happy bride 

*Tis all the same to me, 
Or spring the grassy grave beside, 

I chant my Monody. 

Alone upon the heathy hills, 

Where not an eye can see-r 
I linger till my chalice fills, 

And hum my Monody. 

I know no trills of music grand, 

Still less of melody, 
The only tune I understand 

Is my own Monody. 

Then when the sun dips from the we9t, 

And sinks behind the sea — 
With store of nectar, home to rest, 

I sound my Monody. 

The world they say, is full of care ; 

I doubt if that may be. 
Each one some bounteous joy doth share, 

And I my Monody. 
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"FAITH ANi) REASON/' 
Suggested hy the Painting so called^ hy Sir J. N, Faton. 

By life's rough vale I sat me down 
A moment mortal scenes to scan ; 

The pause was brief, for dangers frown, 
And rest there's none on earth for man, 

Till, toss'd by many a fitful wave. 

He nears the slumbers of the grave. 

I gazed right on across the waste, 
No trodden winding pathway foimd, 

But pointed rocks by moss embrac'd 
Bestrewed the dank and barren ground, 

'Mid gloomy hills of rugged line, 

Upheaved from some chaotic mine. 

No light but semi-darkness shed 
Its dismal mantle round the plain. 

Except a single star o'erhead 

To look or hope for life were vain ; 

An awful silence reigned supreme, 

Like some unpeopled frightful dream. 
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I look'd again — ^not distant far — 

Two forms of hnman-kind drew near, 

The one out-pointed to the star, 
The other lost 'twixt hope and fear ; 

Yet slowly on 'midst staggering shocks 

They climbed alone the sharpened rock& 



Well clad in mail of polished steel, 
His visor raised upon his brow, 

The down(5ast eye his cares reveal, 
For that one ever-present " Now 

With spear-like staff in constant need, 

Each doubtful step requires his heed. 



He was most human-like and strong. 
Well known as " Reason," I've heard tell 

He often talks so loud and long. 
You really think he reasons' well 

But no, alas ! he cannot guide ; 

Hath he no helper by his side 1 



Yes, not alone, oh, not alone 

Did he that troubl'd journey tread, 

A form illum'd from glory's throne 
Points to that holy star o'erheadv;. 

The star of hope — ^the life of grace- 

For fallen ones of earthly race; 
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" Faith's " meek, confiding, glistening eye 
Beholds what mortal cannot see 

With childlike trust she looks on high, 
The future present seems to be ; 

While " Reason " yielding to her sway 

Pursues with joy his heavenward way. 




Digitized by Google 



THE BREAD WHICH PERISHETH. 



115 




THE BREAD WHICH PERISHETH. 



Frail men, ye lowly ones of earth, 
Misguided sons of heavenly birth ; 
What means that mingled hope and sorrow, 
That toil to-day and toil to-morrow, 

For bread, the bread which perisheth I 

The earnest statesman's furrowed brow, 
His burning brain all must allow, 
Tell of the care which on him weighs, 
And all the fleeting world repays, 

Is bread, the bread which perisheth. 

Behold the scholar pale and worn, 
His mind is rack'd, his soul is torn ; 
For after gathering worlds of lore, 
He finds but what he had before. 

The bread, the bread which perisheth. 
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The merchant with hia eager looks, 
Lives 'midst his bales and pondrous books, 
And counts his gold with anxious eye, 
When all that really it can buy, 

Is bread, the bread which perisheth. 

The sun-brown'd swains with homy hand, 
Who ciill the treasures of the land ; 
Thro' mellow harvest's ripening glow. 
Just reap the fruits of what they sow, 

The bread, the bread which perisheth. 

The sons of science here and there. 
The sons of labour everywhere ; 
The soldier charging up the steep ; 
The sailor striving with the deep. 

Live for the bread which perisheth. 

When man's proud schemes have reached completion. 
That gilded selfishness," ambition, 
Soon leaves him still unsatisfied, — 
It offers this, and nought beside. 

The bread, the bread which perisheth. 

Live for such bread i ah, foolish man, 
Was this thy Maker's glorious plan, 
That ye Himself should disregard. 
And blindly seek thy sole reward 

In bread, the bread which perisheth 1 
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Tho' man's perfection now is gone, 
Man may not live by bread alone ; 
But by what from his God proceeds, 
Serving in words and humble deeds. 

He takes the bread which perisheth. 

Then One, his living Saviour-God, 
Sin's dreadful burden shall unload. 
And 'midst the world's toil and strife, 
Shall feed him with the bread of hfe, 

The bread of life which never perisheth* 
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THE SNAW. 



What's that comes twirlin' fra' the lift, 

An' covers a' the Ian*, 
While keen winds make it blaw an' drift — 

'Tis winter's gift to man. 

It settles on the far hill taps, 

An' on the open plain ; 
The craps wi' freendly hand it haps, 

Till spring-time cheers again. 

It decks in fairy-wreaths the bowers, 

Where the lane robin sings, 
An' o'er the heaps o' faded flowers, 

A spotless shroud it flings. 

The cottar's beild doon in yon glen 

Is nearly theekit o'er, 
Sa bound wi' sna' ye scarcely ken. 

The window fra the door. 
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It's humble hearth the cosier seems, 

Wi' ingle blinking bright, 
An' a' the cottar's happiest dreams, 

Surround his couch at night. 

He dreams o' what he's read an' thought, 

In history pass'd awa' — 
When his brave sires his freedom bought, 

Their life-blood stained the sna'. 

Fair sna', the emblem o' their hearts, 

An' a' that's pure within. 
These noble men did well their parts, 

That cottar's peace to win. 

Sa let us welcome aye the sna,' 

It wakens memory's e'e, 
An' minds us o' 'oor father's ha' 

That nestl'd on the lea. 

It ca's ta oor noo lanely side. 

The freends o' lang ago, 
An' whispers we may not abide, 

Nor fix oor hame below. 

But look aloft wi' faith-blent eye, 

Thro' sna', an' drift an' sleet, 
Till gather'd in beyond the sky. 

The sever'd ones shall meet. 
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LOVE'S DREAM. 



The waefu' were still an' the weary were sleeping, 
The days busy hours had gi'en place ta the nicht ; 

Yon fair mellow moon was a freendly watch keeping, 
While the stars for awa' were a' blinkin* an' bricht. 

By Esk's silent river I thought I was strayin', 
As aft in youth's freshness I hae done before ; 

Oh, days o' my youth ! a* things noo are betrayin'. 
Thou art gane from my life to return no more. 

I thought thro' the glen my dear lassie was comin' — 
In less than a minute she was by my side ; 

Her dark e'e was blythe, for a sang she was hummin', 
Bat little I kent what was soon ta betide. 

It seem'd that we chang'd ever love's kind caresses 
As onward we saunter'd in peacefu' embrace ; 

Even yet I can feel the soft touch o' her tresses, 
An' see the sweet smile as it beam'd o'er her face. 
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I thought then at last, by the stream's gentle flowing, 
We sat as was wont when that maiden lo'ed me ; 

Our rapture nigh wordless, our bosoms baith glowing, 
She whispered this only — " I love none but thee.** 

But ah ! cruel daybreaJc, my fond dream dispelling, 
Lang an* far hae I wander'd since loving we met ; 

Yet still my lost fair one, while here is my dwelling, 
That dreaming so blissful I ne*er shall forget. 
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COME WITH ME. 



O COMB with me where the heather springs 

And weaves a purple crown 
On the brown moor's crest where the wild bee sings, 

For now her brood hath flown. 

come where the heathbell nodding sways 

To summer's balmy breeze ; 
Where the linnet joins the merle's lays 

Eesounding o'er the leas. 

O come, my love, where sparkling rills 

Upon the pebbles play ; 
Where the shadows of the mighty hills 

Stretch wide and far away. 

come 'mid bloom of flowerets fair, 

Sweet floweret of the sky ; 
They only with thee may compare — 

Though they can never vie. 
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come with magic of thine eyes, 
And form of fairy trim ; 

We'll fill, until the sunlight dies, 
Our love-cup to the brim. 

We'll linger long while joy is ours. 
Upon our homeward way ; 

And Caledonia's birds and flowers 
Shall make our hearts more gay. 
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I KEN A SPRING. 



I KEN a spring as crystal clear, 

Where purity doth dwell, 
Fring'd round wi' rushes dark an' lang, 

It's depth na man can tell 

When Summer comes wi* brightening day, 
An' trees their treasures bring, 

That spring lights up its shining face, 
Wee birds a welcome sing. 

E'en Autumn time of dire decay. 

Its brightness doth na dim ; 
Tho' here an' there on surface fair, 

A dying leaf may swim. 

When Winter's cauld an' deadly blasts. 

Seal up its living rays, 
The memory of that spring shall still 

Secure a lover's praise. 
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For it is yonder maiden's e'e 

I think on a' the time ; 
In budding youth, thro' noontide houra, 

When days were in their prime. 

A glance at that sweet e'e I took 

To see if love was there, 
An' when it answer'd wi' a smile 

It thriird my bosom rare. 

E'en now it sheds its truthful light, 

An' kindly beams on me; 
Dear lassie, till death's curtain hide^ 

I'll love those eyes an' thee. 




I 
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ON "GIP" OR "DOGGIE." 

A dog the author possened for 12 years. 

Thb dark elder bush an' the red rowao tree, 
Were laden wi' berries delightful to see ; 
They hung, the last oflfrings o' autumn's supply, 
An winter's bleak footsteps were fast drawing nigh. 

From the fair woods o' Whalley the yellow leaf fell. 
An' corered fu' slowly each upland an' dell ; 
A haze o'er the sun like the veil o'er the bride, 
Hid from us awee a' its beauty an' pride. 

Hk mavis an' blackbird had lowered its sang, 
An^ Robin happ'd sadly the dead leaves amang, 
The lift lookit grey an' chill noo was the air. 
Ah me, what a contrast to simmer was there ! 

But sadder the news than the landscape to view. 
For gane is wee "doggie" that ever prov'd true ; 
From the gambols o' youth to the blindness o' age. 
It pass'd its brief time on this earth's fleeting stage. 
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Oh, weel I remember when first it began. 
Most proper upon its hind leggies to stan', 
To beg frae us a*, an* to steal frae the cat, 
Altho' pussy fuffd aye an* scartit an* spat. 

Its shrill kind o' bow-wow I think I yet hear. 
That soon told the tale that a stranger was near, 
Tho' if *tcvas mista*en it relapsed as before, 
An* took to the hearthrug to finish its snore. 

But now *neath the sod o* yon mound by the wa', 
Its last sleep *tis takin*, the soondest o* a* ; 
Unwak'd by the rude winds that o'er it may rave, 
An* unchilled by the snows which shall rest on its grave. 

Lang, lang, it shall sleep, for its day is now done, 
Its past an* its future are joined into one ; 
The portion o' pets is their happiness here, 
But the future o' mankind aft makes him to fear. 

Yet let us hope on, for the sun may arise. 
To beam on our fortunes an' brighten life's skies ; 
'Tis said that the darkest o* a' the lane night, 
Is just ere the sweet dawn o' the morning light. 
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THE DRAW WELL. 

Suggested on visiting Carishroohe CastUy Ide of Wight. The 
water from the well in the Castle is draton up, tread- 
mill fashion, hy means of a donkey in a wheel. The 
depth is 240 feet, 90 of which being the depth of water. 

The unwilling donkey to its curious post, 
Adjusts its tardy limbs — the keeper's boast — 
Round goes the wheel and down the bucket swings 
Thro* depths and darkness to the secret springs ; 
Then on goes donkey in his weary round, 
Up comes the bucket slowly from the ground ; 
Well fiird with sparkling treasure cold and clear, 
Good Templar might imbibe without a fear ; 
Those drank it once whom death hath paFd the brow, 
So to their memories we will taste it now. 
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THE WEAKY BIT LASSIK 



Oh, 'tis a strange contrast in life's social plan. 

Sad sign o' the fall an' perversion of man, 

Which causes to be the unfortunate law 

That some folks should be needy while others are braw. 

Yon weary bit lassie gaes ploddin' the streets, 
Unheeded, alas, by the crowd which she meets, 
Upon a sma' errand, or fi^e her cauld hame, 
The big busy world never heard of her name. 

Frae daylight till even she toils in the slum. 

An' there she maun be a' weathers that come ; 

'Mid the keen frosts o' winter she needs her scant meals 

As weel as when simmer her beauty reveals. 

At winding, or folding, or stitching, or so, 

Her fingers by stem necessities go. 

For all which — it brings the hot flush to my cheek — 

She gets but a poor three an' sixpence a week. 
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Nae wonder her claes are a' shabby genteel, 
And often her boots gie sair doon at the heeL 
Three an* sixpence a week, or say five at the most ! 
While wealth's aye the sang o* her countrymen's boast. 

IVe seen her gaun hame mid the weet an' the storm, 
I've heard the winds whistle around her wee form, 
IVe wondered if faither or mither were deid, 
An' where at the last she would lay doon her held. 

Sa on she wud trudge, while drive past by her side. 
Her weel-favour'd sisters in comfort an' pride ; 
Unnoticed, uncared for, to evil a prey, 
The roond o' her days slip fu' dreary away. 

For 'tis a strange contrast in life's social plan, 

Sad sign o' the fall an' perversion of man. 

Which causes to be the unfortunate law 

That some folks should be needy while others are braw. 
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VERSES ON A VISIT TO A.B.T., IN 1862. 



MEMORY, lang thy gude help gie, 
To keep aye fresh in my mind's e*e 
Till the verra hoor when I may dee, 

Be*t prime or dotage ; 
The days sa blythely spent by me 
At White Moss Cottage. 

Twas by a hearty invitation 

Fra' a true son o* Scotland's nation, 

Ane wi' the speerit o' reformation 

0' bald John Knox, 
Wha fearlessly mak's declaration 

Ta English folks. 

Weel, on the day I was expeckit, 

1 had na reason to neglec* it, 
As I wi' naething was conneckit 

On sio a day ; 
An thb' in a dub was nearly wreckit, 
I gat my way. 
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Up ower the park, an' bye the moor, 

I skelpit on wi* a' my poor, 

An' thro' the yett I gade like stoor, 

Sa glad in mind — 
Ta meet upon my English toor 

A friend sa kind. 

wha then, think ye, did me greet 
But ane o' England's roses sweet ; 
Wha' shew'd me in ta tak' a seat, 

An' ease my shanks ; 
An' wi' sio grace gar'd me repeat 

My g7*atefu' thanks. 

brioht, bricht, was her dark blue e'e, 
Aa she that welcome gae ta' me ; 
E'en yet I sometimes think I see 

That sunny smile ; 
Tho', bonny lassie, far fra' thee 
I'm mony a mile. 

1 thocht my greetin's a* were past 
When the gude-wife cam in at last ; 
But stay, man — dinna be sa fast. 

There's ither twa : 
An' saintlier lassies east or wast 
Ye never saw. 
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The tane I think had raven hair, 
A brow the sna* is scarce sa fair, 
An' e'e wad drive ane ta despair, 

Sa black an' bright ; 
She tauld me o' a sang, that's mair, 

Whilk I did write. 

The tither gouden ringlets wore, 

Like her I spak aboot afore, 

I could ha' stayed a month an' more 

Ta hear her sing ; 
0' sangs she sweetly sung a score, 

Like birds in Spring. 

In fact the family ane an' a*, 
Were a' sa winsome an' sa bra', 
I couldna tell whilk ane ava* 

I likit best ; 
The chap wha made the " Sparrows fa'," 

As weel's the rest. 

Again wi' mony a merry sang. 
When we were no wi' crackin' thrang, 
The cosy cot approvin' rang ; 

Sa pass'd the day. 
The time drew on, an't seem'd na lang 

Ta gang away. 
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Noo, reverend friend an' learned sire, 
Wha's preachin' I sa much admire, 
For gospel truth, an' Scotia's fire, 

Tak' my respects ; 
Also thy spouse, wha raises higher 

Her gentle sex. 

" That beauteous seraph-sister band," 
Thou wha tempests dost command, 
Aye shield them wi' Thy powerful hand 

Fra grief an* care. 
Till pure before Thy throne they stand 

For ever mair. 

Ta hoosehold snug, an' a' its members, 
A friend his kind regards now tenders, 
An' tho' his muse nigh ta the embers 

Has cam at last ; 
Still aften fondly he remembers 

The happy past. 
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BACK AGAIN. 

Time: Duncan Grat^J' 

Sandy yerk'd hia soople heid, 
Never mind the reddin' o't ; 
Thought he wad come sooth o' Tweed, 

Never mind the dreadin' o'U 
Sandy buckl'd up his claes. 
Bade fareweel ta friends an' faes, 
Left his gowany wuds an' braes, 
Never mind the sheddin' o't. 

Sandy brought his " fiddle " auld, 
Never mind the breedin' o't ; 

His " pipes " frae north of Invercauld, 
Never mind the skreedin* o't. 

Ane wad thought he wad been wae, 
Na, na, he just was heard ta say. 
Back again I ne'er shall gae ; " 
Never mind the speedin' o't 
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The ither nicht he dream'd a dream, 

Never mind the dreein' o't ; 
The haggis hadoa 'greed 'twad seem, 

Never mind the preein' o't 
He saw sax coaches in a ra', 
He heard the engine puff and bla\ 
The guard cried, " Sandy, come awa', 
Never mind the leain' o't." 

Sandy gat an unco fleg, 

Never mind the greenin' o't ; 

He thought he micht hae left a dreg, 
Never mind the meanin' o*t. 

Then syne he gae his een a dicht, 

Ta keek if pooch, an' pack were richt ; 

" Hand aye the bonny siller ticht. 
Never mind the dreamin o't" 
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TO MISS P , 

On receiving a present from Wales, January, 1881. 

Dear Friend, a pleasant winter morn, 

Came skipping o'er the hills, 
With merry glint on brook and thorn, 

To cheer away life's ills. 

The sun upon the snowflakes shone, 

As I sat at the " Times," 
(At rhyming I am not alone. 

For John Frost makes his " rimes.") 

I sat awhile, then heard a ring — 

Twas Saturday at noon ; 
A parcel ! neatly tied with string, 

Floss eyed it veiy soon. 

And what is more, a present, too, 
From grand and flowery Wales ; 

Our Lottie joy'd, and thought of you, 
Like pussy with two tails. 
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Accept our thanks, united, best, 

One of our friends so few ; 
May all that's pure and good and blest. 

Still through life follow you. 
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KATE. 

What though I gaze on Katie'd face, 

So lily-like and fair ; 
What though I may observe the grace 

Of every beauty there. 

Ah me, 'tis vain, my lot denies, 
These charms can ne'er be mine; 

Yet I can say, my heart replies, 
Long may they brightly shine. 

Oh spare the hapless one who goes, 
Beneath that winning smile ; 

How cruel to stay his soul's repose, 
His throbbing breast beguile. 

Yet, Kate, I wish thee, gentle one, 

Joy all down life's river ; 
And when thy earthly course is run. 

Pure happiness for ever. 
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Sons of Britannia ! 
List ! as of him we tell. 
Worked he not long and well \ 

Brief life adorning. 
In wilds of dark Africa, 
Closed was his mortal eye, 
From thence did his spirit fly, 

Leaving us mourning. 

Soldier of Jesu*s cross ! 

Eight the sword thou didst wield. 

On distant battle field, 

Foe never fearing. 
Who shall account the loss \ 
Leader of noble hearts, 
Ever new grief imparts. 

Thy disappearing. 
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Herald of peace and love, 
Firmest of men on eaith, 
Lost is thine untold worth, — 

Deep is our wailing. 
Yet meek as gentle dove. 
Holy thy message was. 
Strong in thy Master's cause. 

Ardour unfailing. 

Traveller for human weal, 
Into rude heathen lands, 
Busy thy skilful hands. 

Science extending. 
Faithful and true as steel, 
Pure light went before thee, 
Truth, making men so free, 

Bravely defending. 

Beyond far Nyassa, 

By the palm's desert shade. 

The warrior's bed was made. 

Death stealing o'er him. 
Men of the unknown land, 
From under its burning sun. 
When the bright crown was won, 

Homeward they bore him. 

K 
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Bore but the earthly part. 
Fled was the vital power, 
Lonely that saddest hour, 

Sable ones weepeth. 
Close now to Britain's heart, 
'Neath yonder hallow'd fane. 
He who liv'd not in vain, 

Peacefully aleepeth. 
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PRESIDENT GARFIELD, U.S.A. DIED 1881. 



Oh sad are thy people, and with weeping though weary, 
The tears spring afresh at the sound of his name, 

Who rests by the shores of the far-distant Erie, 
While the world is ringing aloud with his fame. 

His natal day dawned 'neath a cabin's slim covering 
And humble the mother who rocked him to sleep, 

But yet round his couch his good angel was hov'ring 
His onward steps always from falling to keep. 

Led up midst the cold and the pinch of privation, 
His manly brow soon felt the sweat of his toil ; 

A citizen brave of a free noble nation. 

His lowliness ne^er could his purposes foil 

With labour and learning his busy brain teeming. 
He strove with his might for his poor fellow-kind, 

The state from the fangs of the selfish redeeming. 
And leaving a glorious ensample behind. 
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Well trusted and loved, in high honour ye placed him, 

A patriot and soldier of gallant renown, 
Till, too soon for thee, those bright laurels which graced him 

Have merged in the blaze of a holier crown. 

For sad are thy people, and with weeping though weary, 
The tears spring afresh at the sound of his name, 

"Who rests by the shores of the far-distant Erie, 
While the world is ringing aloud with his fame. 
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LINES 

Oh the early decease of Miss B ^ Wkalley Rouse^ 1877, 

Swift time, on sure and silent wing, 
Oft hast thou brought us pain J 

Again thou dost our bosoms wrings 
And let'st us mourn in vain. 

The year had just, with infant hand. 

Her future well begun, 
The brightest in her family band, 

Their hearts were knit in one. 

When almost like the lightning stroke. 

Death's messenger came n^h. 
And with a touch that baud he broke, 

None could his wish deny. 

The parting kiss was fondly pressed 

Upon the blanch&d brow. 
With earthly beauties she was bles^d — 

Where are these beauties now ] 
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No more she hears the grieving sigh, 

Nor heeds the falling tear ; 
Ah, wherefore, tell me, did she die 

Who was an angel here 1 

The why we cannot find below, 

Tis wisdom from above, 
Though doubtless there we yet shall know 

The motive power was love. 

Calm may she rest, that gentle one, 

Her nineteen summers o'er. 
Life's tears are shed, its cares are done. 

She walks yon shining shore. 
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ON THE LATE LORD KINLOCH, 

One of the Judgei of the Court of Session^ Edinburgh, 

From the throne of the Holy a " decree " descended, 
No power can " reclaim " it — the trial is ended — 
The soul of the gentle, the life of the just — 
The devoted to duty, the childlike in trust — 
At the call of his Master hath rose from our sight, 
Through the dawning of faith to His presence in light ; 
From the Courts of the earthly, where justice may err. 
And humanity's weakness may falsely aver, 
. To the Courts of the Kingly, immortal in youth, 
Where is seen in full lustre the essence of truth ; 
His mantle is left like the prophet's behind him — 
No longer its foldings tho' ample could bind him — 
The ermine and purple are symbols unheeded. 
And the learning of counsel is mute and unneeded ; 
All shining in beauty — with a crown ever glorious — 
His robe is now righteous — his palm is victorious. 
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THOMAS CARLYLK 



A TOIL-WORN veteran, fiirrow'd o'er with years, 

Time-weary 'midst the life works of mankind ; 

Death-broken now that sacred golden bowl. 

In which there beamed throughout, and at the last, 

The vintage of his ripe and mighty soul. 

When untried days sprang lightly to the woof, 

And Scotia's earnest blood danced in his veins, 

He to his resolution firmer climg 

Than mother to her struggling babe's embrace ; 

Straight putting forth to time's unerring proof 

The testing of his dreams and labours too. 

Philosopher in ways of God and men, 

He looked deep down in hidden wells of truth, 

And in sweet draughts inhaled new breathings up 

From beauteous nature and the page divine ; 

Philanthropist to all beneath his ken. 

He reverenced that Beneficence had made, 

And bowed adorer of the Universe. 
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Early installed in learning's ample halls, 
Right facile from his pen the silver flow 
Of knowledge told the story of his race, — 
Of rattling sabre and the shout of war ; 
Wisdom and good were ever on his lips, 
And thoughtful words, like bright prophetic rays 
Let down from Paradise, to thrill with hope 
Those who, sin-shod and 'midst the clogging clay, 
Fought life's rough battle in the dreary vale. 
Jealous-winged fame, with slow discerning eye, 
Took up his name and sent it round the world, 
Till bringing from the distant east and west 
Great men and curious on renown's swift wave. 
Who rolled their gifts of homage at his feet. 
His chisel sound had caught the. human ear ; 
Long years elapsed and yet he held it still, 
While from the wide-culled treasures of his lore, 
Embodied forth in mental marble, came 
The charms of light and thought almost supreme. 
In later days, when weak and looser grew 
The slender cord of this his earthly state, 
High-souled religion oft became his song 
Of praise and trust, the old man's only stay ; 
Nor heeded much the round of forms most prized 
By sacerdotal minions, holy ones 
Who deem themselves the favourites of the sky, 
And fling contempt at better-thinking men. 
Ah, no ! his retrospective eye descried. 
Through long mediaeval ages dark and rude, 
Faith, from all mischief free, both pure and true. 
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Plain, like the truth, his great life-theme, was he ; 

Clothed in humility^s enfragrant garb. 

The evening clouds beheld him richly graced 

In precious gems of patience, hope, and joy. 

Time mourning weeps that in her lettered sphere 

Sublime, " where Fame's proud temple shines afar," 

A lamp, once bright, is seen all darkened down 

To solemn blankness in its place below ; 

Man's loss, though passing sad, not his, nor heaven's ; 

There sparkleth now, to which the sun is dim, 

Another crown which ne'er shall fade away ! 
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BIRTH-DAY LINES. 



Acrostic. 



E RB yet dissolyed by Spring's soft balmy power, 

T he snows from " Orchard Bank " to * • Smailholm Tower f 

H ither thou cam'st a little modest flower ; 

E arth's beauteous snow-drop 'neath the vernal rain, 

L ike thee is mortal ; thou shalt live again. 

M ay peace and joy engladden all thy ways, 
A nd leave unstained the snows of ending days, 
R ising at last to Purity's bright throne — 
Y ea, heaven itself — the " Wedding garment " on. 
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'MoNGST earth's abundant flowers we know 

There is a work for all — 
A time to plant, a time to grow, 

A time for leaves to fall. 

Some but dwell here in spring's sweet hour, 

And their fair life is flown ; 
While others live in bud and flower 

Through autumn's gilded zone. 

Some linger in the leaf and shed 

Their blossoms 'mid the snow, 
As if to tell hope is not dead, 

Nor all is lost below. 

So in life's season we may see 

To each a time is given ; 
The infant from a mother's knee 

Transplanted up to heaven. 
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Another blooms in manhood's prime, 
Full of bright promise stored, 



Yet needed by his Lord. 

Long others ser'd and barren seem, 

No life appear to show, 
Till gospel light dispels the dream, 

They bud amidst the snow. 

'Tis true God*s ways are not like ours. 

Why should we then despair ? 
Tho' cold the showers, and late the flowers, 

The blossoms may be fair. 



' With him 'tis only summer-time, 
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B B thine to know, be thine to feel, 

I n life's last years thy Saviour near ; 

R eft from sin's power, may o'er thee steal 

T hrice happy peace and holy fear ; 

H eld fast in His sustaining hand,, 

D aikness and death in vain combine ; 

A rrived in yonder shining land, 

Y ou'll own His care and love divine. 
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THE FELLOW-TRAVELLER'S TIDINGS. 



Comb, oh come ! the way is dreary, 
Hot and dusty days we've seen : 

Sore of foot, and weak and weary, 
Oh, how foolish we have been 1 

Let us seek some rest and calm. 

Cleansing power and healing balm. 

Come, oh come ! why linger so ] 
Drinking oft, yet thirsty still ; 

None in this broad pathway know 
The story of the living rilL 

Let us seek that foimtain free, 

It may suffice for thee and me. 

Come, oh come ! from haunts of sin, 
To yon banquet-house we'll turn ; 

He may gladly take us in : 

'Tis said with love His heart doth burn. 

Let us go ! Oh let us go ! 

Whether we be pure or no. 
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Come, oh come ! they say He's able, 

To do anxious sinners good ; 
Seat us welcome at His table, 

Feed us with His holy food. 
Let us enter ! let us see 

If there's aught for thee and me. 

Come, oh come ! they say He's willing 

An \mending life to give ; 
Souls with joy eternal filling, 

In the home where He doth live. 
Let us trust Him. Loving Jesus 
From this dire unrest release us ! 

Come, oh come ! may we not drink 
From that sacred cup of blood ? 

Snatch'd, by grace, from misery's brink, 
Sav'd from wrath's o'erwhelming flood ; 

Let us at His feast sit down. 

And all our rankling sorrows drown. 
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THE DEPARTED. 



When lov'd friends from earth are going 
Leaving those who still would cling, 

Oft the thought is found overflowing, 
Life is but a changeful thing. 

IFair the treasures love hath given ; 

Deep though fixed within the heart 
Bending to the will of Heaven, 

All those precious gifts depart 

But the holy recollection 

Of the forms, where once they shone, 
Still retains the sweet aflection, 

When their spirits long have gone. 

See the lineaments, where 'twining, 
Play'd the soul 'midst beauty's grace ; 

Fresh the bloom that, health combining. 
Once o'erspread that vanished face. 

L 
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Mark the eye, in £uicj beaming. 
Meeting still the glance of thine ; 

Anxious too, though gleeful seeming, 
All its inmost thoughts divine. 

And the Yoice that late had spoken 
Words so gentle, pure, and brave, 

Scarce the chain of speech seems broken, 
Bising upward from the grave. 

Still those well-known tones are ringing 
Sounds of joy or kind rebuke ; 

Often fitful dreams are bringing 
Back each dear and tender look. 

What though true that Death's cold finger 
Sealed the lip and clos'd the eye, 

And although the shadows linger 
Where those sleeping treasures lie — 

Yet there comes a bright awaking. 
Passing far the loveliest dream : 

O'er the hills of time is breaking 
Light from an eternal beam. 

Where the parent, sister, brother ; 

All who loved and all who weep — 
Nigh to Him — ^there is no other — 

Endless jubilee shall keep. 
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THE FOOT OP THE RAINBOW. 



'Tis far to the foot of the rainbow, 
Where God's bright promise shines ; 

'Tis vain to search the mystery 
Which all His work enshrines. 

'Tis far to the foot of the rainbow, 
Where the feet of God are seen. 

As fixed on a measureless paradise, 
They shimmer with golden sheen. 

'Tis far to the foot of the rainbow 

For us mortal men to tread, 
But not to the mighty Creator 

Who ciroPd it overhead, 

'Tis far to the foot of the rainbow — 
Does the thought not warm your heart 

That He hears your souVs deep sighing, 
Though He seems so far apart ? 



Digitized by Google 



160 



THE FOOT OP THE RAINBOW. 



'Tis far to the foot of the rainbow — 
Ah, yes, but so near to Him, 

He can come with His mingled blessings 
And fill your cup to the brim. 

Tis far to the foot of the rainbow, 
And failing we suffer no loss, 

If, trusting the Incaniate Spirit, 
We reach the foot of the cross ; 

For the cross is the sinner's rainbow, 
Where God's own witness stands. 

Holding, with love still beaming, 
A pardon from His hands. 
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THE DAUGHTER OF LUXURY. 



Softly shining years of joy, 

Like gold which not a breath did dim ; 
Hours of sunbeam's sweet employ, 

Clos'd by nursery evening hymn. 

Up and down thro' lawn and meadow, 
All the summer bright and gay — 

Out and in like beauty's shadow, 
Thro' rich autunm's gilded day. 

Then when wintry winds were blowing, 
Fairy snow-wreaths o'er the dell. 

Sat she by the fireside glowing. 
Shielded, happy, safe, and well 

Still her little heart would flutter, 

As the storm increasing fell ; 
Where are the homeless f ' she would utter, 
" Are they happy, safe, and wellP* 
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Yes, 'tis well for wealth to ponder, 
How to ease the orphan's sigh ; 

Aid the one, whose God up yonder, 
Watches with a father's eye. 

Oh ! how like a floweret beauteous, 
Bloom'd thy sunny form divine ! 

And how like an angel's duteous. 
Fled that early life of thine ! 
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Holt, holy, 

Meek and lowly, 
Jesus, hear a sinner's prayer ; 

Love overflowing, 

My soul knowing. 
And each sin and sorrow there. 

Since life's beginning, 

Fve been sinning, 
Under nature's thraU I lie : 

Gone my glory, 

Sad my story, 
Hadst Thou not left heaven to die. 

All confessing. 
Grant Thy blessing. 

My weak, wand'ring heart restore ; 
Sin's dark flood. 
Cleanse by Thy blood, 

Oh, remember never more. 
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Thee believing, 

Faith reoeiving, 
A sweet sense of pardon send ; 

From evil's power, 

Through every hour, 
Let Thy grace divine defend. 
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THE AGED SAINT, 
(Ballad Metre,— 1862.) 

The sunny cloud und azure blua 

Which marks the summer sky. 
Had chang'd into the sombre hue 

Of autumn drawing nigh. 

Hie fields of once refreshing green 

A golden aspect wore, 
While trees and hedgerows stretch'd between 

Seem'd fading more and more. 

Such the appearance nature bore. 

And even such was he — 
An aged saint of near fourscore. 

Who dying seemM to be. 

Recumbent on the bed of death, 

How calm and still he lies ! 
One hears distinctly every breath 

As each brief moment flies. 
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Why is he calm ? — why so resigned 1 

How can he thus depart 1 
Hath nothing on this earth entwin'd 

Its tendrils round his heart ? 

Hath he no mass of wealth to leave — 

No darling one to sever 1 
Hath he no loving friend to grieve 

On losing him for ever ? 

Or, is he not afraid to die, 
And pass to realms unknown 1 

There, all alone, see eye to eye 
Jehovah on His throne. 

Oh no ! no wealth, and friends but few, 
On earth to him were given. 

Yet he hath friends, and treasure too. 
Awaiting him in heaven. 

Then why should he now fear to yield, 

His spirit back again. 
To Him who in His love reveal'd 

The Lamb for sinners slain ? 

Eight well that dying one doth know, 
Each precious promise sure ; 

Faith shone in all his life below, 
So simple and so pure. 
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In early youth, a shepherd lad, 
His quiet flocks did tend ; 

In thick and rustic garments clad, 
From rude winds to defend. 

Oft hath he stray'd by Cheviot's hills. 
Or Yarrow's " dowie dens," 

And heard the music of the rills. 
Come slowly from the glens. 

Oft hath he tum'd the sacred page, 
When summer hours were long ; 

And oft did on the hill engage, 
In prayer or holy song. 

Alas, these yomiger years are gone. 
And time at last doth tell 

Upon a form once tall and strong- 
Yet mark the old man well 

His frame is bent, his reverend eye. 

Hath lost its lustre now ; 
His locks both thin and silvery 

Hang o'er his wrinkl'd brow. 

But yet that lasting truth divine. 
In age supports him still ; 

E'en as it did in olden time. 
When reading on the hill. 
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And SO when Death, the terror-kiDg, 
With stealthy step draws near ; 

See the same truth doth solace bring, 
And casts out every fear. 

" Farewell to earth — a long fiirewell 
" To fleeting Time," he c/ed; 

" I go where lasting pleasures dwell," 
And clos'd his eyes and died. 
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THE HEAVENLY GUEST. 



" Jesus, Saviour, be our guest," 
The little lips were taught to pray ; 

" Jesus, Saviour, be our guest," 
Was softly utter'd day by day. 

And, as he spoke, the father looked 
With silent fondness on his child. 
To see devotion's early dawn 
Beam from his eye so clear and mild. 

" My dear papa, how is it so 1" 
Said he to him one day at last, 

" That Jesus never dines ^ith us 1 
Tho' He by us so oft is askU" 

Dear child, you know that Jesus loves 
To answer each expectant prayer ; 
And He may grant your boyish wish 
If you should place an empty chair." 
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Next morning found that youthful heart 
Exulting happily and gay, 
Because that oft invited one 
Might be his holy guest that day. 

The vacant chair — selected well — 
Was drawn close to the ample board, 
The father watch'd with musing eye ; 
He knew the lesson 'twould a£fbrd. 

" Jesus, Saviour, be our guest," 
Was solemnly breathed forth once more. 
And as 'twas said a gentle knock 
Was heard upon the mansion door. 

It soon was op'd, and trembling stood 

A little hungry begging boy. 
" Oh, who is this V* the children cried ; 
" He will our coming guest annoy." 

His tiny feet were cold and bare. 
His flaxen hair hung loose to view. 
While throligh his tattered garments pierc'd 
Each bitter gust of wind that blew. 

The father-host at once approached, 
And with a parenlf s tender care. 
Led in the wanderer to his home. 
And set him in the empty chcdr. 
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His wond'ring son, with kindling eye. 
Beheld the father's act of grace, 
And thought it most profane to see, 
A beggar in the Sayiour's place. 

The father smiled, Dear boy,** he said, 
** Attend what Jesus says to thee, 
'' E'en as ye did to one of these, 
*' Ye also did it unto me.** 

Oh happy was that friendless child. 
And these few words in season giyen, 
Shew'd all around that festive board. 
They entertained a guest from heaven. 
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Note. — ^The three following pieces were composed by the Author's 
Father, the late Mr. A. Smeal, sen., nearly half a century ago, and are 
here introduced in commemoration of his personal worth. 

LINES TO PRESTONPANS. 



Prestonpans ! how full art thou 
Of smoke and brokeu tiles, 

But these we very soon forget 
Whenever beauty smiles. 

Rough and rugged is thy shore, 
Thy beach is full of danders ; 

But Brussels carpet it becomes 
Whenever beauty wanders. 

Rude and chilly is thy flood, 
And never ceaseth laving ; 

But, oh, bring up thy gentlest waves 
When beauty there is bathing. 
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ON HEARING A ROBIN SING ON THE LAST 
DAY OF THE YEAR. 



The forest leaves and the garden flowers 

Are now all withered and gone, 
And nothing is heard in the leafless bowers 

But the voice of the Robin alone. 

The sweet warblers of summer have ta'en wing, 
Or are silent should they be near, — 

Of all his fellows he only can sing 
On the funeral day of the year. 

So the Christian can sing in the dreariest hour, 
Though it may be in plaintive strains ; 

But in the world's distress its harp is broke. 
And a mournful silence reigns. 

Hosts of friends wait on to defend us, 
While the day of prosperity lasts. 

Yet few like the Robin attend us, 
In the midst of adversity's blasts. 
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LINES 

On the funeral day of the late Rev, JBheneter Brown, of Tnver- 
keithingy being the flrtt fine day in the spring of 1836, 

Tre sun, which had of late been hid, 

Is now with glory streaming; 
To grace the latter end of him — 

And oh, 'twas most beseeming. 

Whose heav^-taught eloquence 

Was constantly revealing 
The glory of that better sun 

Whose beams ore for oiu* healing. 

His sun's gone down — we saw with grie^ 

Th' approaches of the night ; 
But oh, what lovely evening clouds, 

Ting'd with celestial light ! 
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No more well hear bis voice on earth 
With love to man all glowing — 

Tell of a fountain for our race 
With mercy overflowing. 

But though his tongue's now silent here, 

It is not so above — 
His place is chang'd — ^his theme's the same — 

'Tig still redeeming love. 




John Heywood, Exoeliior Steam Frintliig and Bookbindixur Works. Htihne 
HaU Road, Manchester. 
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